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ACT  I 

SCENE      I. 
An     American     Forejl. 


Medium  (tvithout).  XTILI'^   ho!    ho! 

Trudge  (zuithoat).    Hip  !  hollo  !  ho!    ho  !— Plip  !— ■ 

Enter  Medium  and  Trudge. 

Jlded.  Pfhaw !  it's  only  wafting  time  and  breath, 
Bav/ling  won't  perfuade  him  to  budge  a  bit  fafter. 
Things  are  all  alter'd  now  ;  and  whatever  weight  it  may 
have  in  fo/jjs  places,  bavv'ling,  it  feems,  don't  go  for 
argument,  here.  Plague  on't !  we  are  nov/  in  the  wilds 
of  America. 

Trudge.     Hip,  hillio— ho — hi  !- 


Med.     Hold  your  tongue,  you  blockhead,  or- 


Trudge.  Lord  !  Sir,  if  my  mafcer  makes  no  more 
hafte,  we  fhall  all  be  put  to  fvvord  by  the  knives  of  the 
natives  ;  I'm  told  they  take  oiF  heads  like  hats,  and  hang 
'«m  on  pegs  in  their  parlours.    Mercy  an  us  I    My  head 

aches 
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aches  v/irh  the  very  thoughts  of  it.     Holo !    Mr.  Inkle  ? 
m;fler  ;     holo  ! 

Med.  Head  aches  !  Zounds,  fo  does  mine  with  your 
confounded  ba.vling.  It's  enough  to  bring  all  the  na- 
tives about  us,  and  we  Ihall  be  flript  and  plunder'd  in  a 
n:iinute. 

Irudge.  Aye  ;  Gripping  is  the  firPc  thing  that  wou'd 
happen  to  us ;  for  they  feeni  to  be  woefully  oft  for  a 
wardrobe.  I  myfelf  law  three  at  a  diflance  with  lefs 
cloaths  than  I  have  when  I  get  out  of  bed;  all  dancinp- 
about  in  black  buff;   juft  like  Adam  in  mourning. 

Ided.  This  it  is  to  have  to  do  with  a  fchemer  !  a  fel- 
low who  rifques  his  life,  for  a  chance  of  advancing  his 
intereft. — Always  advantage  in  view  !  Trying  here  to 
make  difcoveries  that  may  promote  his  profit  in  England. 
Another  Botany  Bay  fcheme,  mayhap.  Nothing  elfe 
could  induce  him  to  quit  our  foraging  party  from  the 
inip  ;  when  he  knows  every  inhabitant  here  is  not  only 
as  black  as  a  pepper-corn,  but  as  hot  into  the  bargain — 
and  /,  like  a  fool,  to  follow  him  !  and  then  to  let  him 
loirer  behind.— V/hy,  Nephew!  —  Why,  Inkle.  — (frt///;?/) 

Trudge.  Why  Ink — Well!  Only  to  fee  the  diT- 
ference  ofmen ;  he'd  have  thought  it  very  hard,  now,  if  I 
had  let  him  call  fo  often  after  me.  Ah  !  I  vvifh  he  vCas 
calling  after  ms  now  in  the  old  jog-trot  way  again. 
What  a  fool  was  I  to  leave  London  for  foreign  parts! 

That    ever   I    fliou'd     leave    Threadneedlc-ftreet, 

to  thread  an  American  foreft,  where  a  man's  as   foon 
loft  as  a  needle  in  a  bottle  of  hay. 

A'Icd.  Patience,  Trudge  !  Patience  !  If  we  once  re- 
cover the  Ibip . 

Trudge.     Lord  iir,  1  foall  never  recover  vv'iat  I  h.av? 
'lofl  in  coming  abroad.    When  my  mafter  and  I  were  in 
London,  I  had  fuch  a  mortal  fnug  birth  of  it !   Why  I 
was  fa.fiGtum. 

Med.  Faclotum  to  a  young  merchant  is  no  fuch  fine- 
cure  neither. 

Trudge.     But  then  the  honor  of  it.      Think  of  that, 

fir;   to  be   clerk  as  weil   as  ovjn  ?nan.     Only  confider. 

You  find  \eiy  ievf  city  clerks  made  out  of  a  man  now- 

3  a-days. 
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a-daj'S.  To  be  king  of  the  countlng-houfe,  as  well  as 
lord  of  the  bed-chamber.  Ah!  if  I  had  him  but  now  in 
the  little  dreiEng-room  behind  the  office  j  tying  his  hair 
v/ith  a  bit  of  red  tape  as  ufual. 

Med.  Yes,  or  writing  an  invoice  in  lampblack,  and 
fnining  his  fhoes  with  an  ink  bottle  as  ufual^  you  blun- 
dering blockhead  ! 

Trudge.  Oh  if  I  v/as  but  bruOiing  the  accounts,  or 
calling  UD  the  coats  \  mercy  on  us !      What's  that? 

Med.  'T4iat!  What? 

Trudge.     Did  n't  you  hear  a  rioife? 

Med.  Y— es-  -but— 'hufh  !  Oh  heaven  be  prais% 
liere  he  is  at  lall= 

Enter  Inkle- 

Now  nephew  1 

Ukle,     So,  Mx.  Medium. 

Med.  Zounds,  one  wou'd  thinkj  by  your  confounded 
compofure,  that  you  were  walking  in  St.  James's  Park 
inftead  of  an  American  foreil,  and  that  all  the  beafts  were 
nothing  but  good  company.  The  hollow  trees  here. 
Gentry  boxes,  and  the  lions  in  'em  foldiers  ;  the  jackalls, 
courtiers,  the  crocodiles,  fine  women,  and  the  baboons, 
beaux.      What  the  plague  made  you  loiter  fo  long  ? 

Inkle.     Refie£lion. 

Med.  So  I  ihou'd  think ;  refledlion  generally  comes 
lagging  behind.  What,  fcheming,  I  fuppofe  ?  never  quiet. 
At  it  again,  eh  ?  What  a  happy  trader  is  your  father, 
to  have  fo  prudent  a  fon  for  a  partner  !  Why,  you  are 
the  carefulleft  Co,  in  the  whole  city;  never  iofing  fight 
of  the  main  chance,  and  that's  the  reafon  perhaps  you  lofL 
iight  of  us  here  on  the  main  of  America, 

Inkle.  Right,  Mr.  Medium.  Arithmetic  I  own  has 
been  the  means  of  our  parting  at  prefent. 

Trudge.     Ha !    A  fum  in  divifion  I  reckon.     [Jfide.) 

Med.  And  pray,  if  I  may  be  fo  bold,  what  mighty 
fcheme  has  juft  tempted  you  to  employ  your  head,  when 
you  ought  to  make  ufe  of  your  heels? 

Inkls.  My  heels  !  Here's  pretty  do£i:rine !  Do  you 
think  I  travel  merely  for  motion  ?    A  fine  expenfive  plan 

B  for 
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for  a  trader  truly.  What,  wou'd  you  have  a  man  of 
bufinefs  come  abroad,  fcamper  extravagantly  here  and 
there  and  every  where,  then  return  home,  and  have 
nothing  to  tell,  but  that  he  has  been  here  and  there  and 
every  where?  'Sdeath,  Sir,  would  you  have  me  travel 
like  a  lord  ? 

Med.  No,  the  Lord  forbid !  *'  but  I  am  wrong 
"  perhaps  !  there  is  fomething  in  the  air  of  this  foreft, 
"  I  believe,  that  inclines  people  to  be  hafty'' 

Inkle.  Travelling,  Uncle,  was  always  intended  for 
improvement,  and  improvement  is  an  advantage ;  and 
advantage  is  profit,  and  profit  is  gain.  Which  in  the 
travelling  tranflation  of  a  trader,  means  that  you  fhou'd 
gain  every  advantage  of  improving  your  profit. 

"  A'Icd.  How — gain,  and  advantage,  and  profit  ? 
"  Zounds  I'm  quite  at  a  lofs." 

"  Inkle,  You've  hit  it  Uncle !  fo  am  L  I  have  loft 
*'  my  clue  by  your  converfation ;  you  have  knock'd  all 
*'  nry  meditations  on  the  head." 

"  Med.  Its  very  lucky  for  you,  no-body  has  done  it 
"  before  me." 

Inkle.  I  have  been  comparing  the  land  here,  with 
that  of  our  own  country. 

Aled.  And  you  find  it  like  a  good  deal  of  the  land  of 
our  own  country — curfedly  encumber'd  with  black  legs, 
I  take  it. 

Inkle.  And  calculating  how  much  it  might  be  made 
to  produce  by  the  acre. 

Med,     You  were  ? 

Inkle.  Yes,  I  was  proceeding  algebraically  upon  the 
fubje{fl:. 

Jiled.     Indeed ! 

Inkle.     And  juil  about  extracting  the  fquare  root. 

Med.     Hum! 

Inkle.  I  was  thinking  too,  if  fo  many  natives  cou'd 
be  caught,  how  much  they  might  fetch  at  the  Weil:  India 
markets, 

Med,  Now  let  me  afk  you  a  queftion,  or  two,  young 
Canibal  Catcher,  if  you  pleafe. 

Inkle,     Well. 

Med, 
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•  Med.  Arn't  we  bound  for  Barbadoes,  partly  to 
trade,  but  chiefly  to  carry  home  the  daughter  of  the  go- 
vernor, Sir  Chriftopher  Curry,  who  has  till  now  been 
under  your  father's  care  in  Threadneedle-ftreet  for  polite 
Englifh  education  ? 

Inkle.     Granted. 

Med.  And  isn't  it  determin'd,  between  the  old 
folks,  that  you  are  to  marry  Narcifla  as  foon  as  we  get 
there  ? 

Inkle.     A  fix't  thing. 

Med.  Then  what  the  devil  do  you  do  here  hunting 
old  hairy  negroes,  when  you  ought  to  be  ogling  a  fine 
girl  in  the  fhip  ?  Algebra  too  !  You'll  have  other  things 
to  think  of  when  you  are  married,  I  promife  you !  a 
plodding  fellow's  head  in  the  hands  of  a  young  wife,  like 
a  boy's  fiate  after  fchool,  foon  gets  all  its  arithmetick 
wip'd  ofF,  and  then  it  appears  in  its  true  fimple  ftate  : 
dark,  empty,  and  bound  in  wood,  Mafter  Inkle. 

Inkle.  Not  in  a  match  of  this  kind.  Why  it's  a  table 
of  intereft  from  beginning  to  end,  old  Medium. 

Med.  Well,  well,  this  is  no  time  to  talk.  Who 
knows  but  inftead  of  failing  to  a  wedding,  we  may  get 
cut  up  here  for  a  wedding  dinner,  tofs'd  up  for  a  dingy 
duke  perhaps,  or  ftew'd  down  for  a  black  baroaet,  or  eat 
raw  by  an  Inky  commoner  ? 

Inkle.     Why  fure  you  :.rn't  afraid? 

Med.  Who,  I  afraid!  Ha!  ha!  ha  I  No,  not  i! 
W~hat  the  deuce  fhould  I  be  afraid  of?  Thank  heaven  I 
have  a  clear  confcience,  and  need  not  be  afraid  of  any 
thing.  A  fcoundrel  might  not  be  quite  fo  eafy  on  fuch 
an  occafion ;  but  it's  the  part  of  an  honelt  man  not  to 
behave  like  a  fccundrel.  I  never  behav'd  like  a 
fcoundrel — for  which  reafon  I  am  an  honeft  man  you 
know.  But  come — I  hate  to  boall;  of  my  good  qua- 
lities. 

Inkle.  Slov/  and  fure,  my  good  virtuous  Mr.  Me- 
dium !  Our  companions  can  be  but  half  a  mile  before 
us  ;  and  if  we  do  but  double  their  ileps,  we  iliall  over- 
take 'em  at  one  mile's  end,  by  ail  the  powers  of  arith- 
metick, 

B  2  Med. 
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Med,     Oh  curfe  your  arithmetick  !   How  are  we  tc» 
find  our  way  ? 

Inkle.  That,  Uncle,  muft  be  left  to  the  doctrine  of 
chances.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  another  part  of  the  ForeJI. 

Ajh'ip  at  anchor  in  the  hay  at  a  Jmall  d'tjlance. 

Enter    Sailors    and  a    Mate    as    returning    from  for- 
aging. 

Mate.  Come,  come,  bear  a  hand,  my  lads.  Tho'f 
the  bay  is  juft  under  our  bowrprits,  it  will  take  a  damn'd 
deal  of  tripping  to  come  at  it — there's  hardly  any  fleer- 
ing clear  of  the  rocks  here.  Bat  do  we  mufter  all  hands? 
All  right,  think  ye  ? 

"  Sailors.     All,  all,  my  hearty." 

"  Mate.  What  Nick  Noggin— Ralph  Reef— Tom 
"  Pipes— Jack  RattHn — Dick  Deck — Mat  Maft — 
"  Sam  Surf— -Ten  water  caflcs  and  a  hog  ?" 

r/?  Sail,  "  Ey  eye" — All  to  a  man — befides  your- 
felf,  and  a  monkey — the  three  land  lubbers,  that  edg'd 
away  in  the  morning,  goes  for  nothing  you  know — 
they're  all  dead  may  hap  by  this. 

'Mate.  Dead!  you  be — VN^hy  they're  friends  of  the 
Captain,  and  if  not  brought  fafe  aboard  to-night,  you 
may  all  chance  to  have  a  fait  eel  for  your  fupper---that's 
all. — Moreover  the  young  plodding  fpark;  he  with  the 
grave,  foul  weather  face  there,  is  to  man  the  tight  little 
frigate  Mifs  Narciffa,  what  d'ye  call  her,  that  is  bound 
with  us  for  Barbadoes  ?  Rot  'em  for  keeping  under  way, 
I  fay. 

'■^  id  Sail.  Fooliihdogs!  Suppofe  they're  met  by  the 
"  Natives." 

Mate.  "  Why  then  the  Natives  would  look  plaguy 
"  black  upon  'cm,  I  do  fuppofe."  But  come,  let's  fee 
if  a  fong  will  bring  'em  to.  Let's  have  a  full  chorus  to 
the  good  Merchant  Ship  tie  Achilles,  that's  wrote  by 
our  Captain.     "  Where's  Tom  Pipes  V 

«  Sail 
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■     «  Sail.     Here." 

"  Mate.  Come  then,  Pipe  all  hands.  Crack  the  drums 
"  of  their  ears,  my  tight  fellow.  Hail  'em  with  your 
"  finging  trumpet." 

SONG. 

^'he  Achilles^  tho'  chrijlen'd^  good/hip^  'tis  fmm'is^d^ 
From  that  old  Alan  of  War^  great  Achilles^  Jo  prix^d^- 
JVas  he^  like  our  veJJ'el^  pray,  fa"'b  l^<^piiz'd?  ■    ' 

Ti  to/lol,  &c, 
II. 

Poets  fung  that  Achilles — ify  nstu^  they've  an  itch 
Tofing  this,  future  ages  may  know  which  is  which  ^ 
And  that  one  rode  in  Greece — ajid  the  other  in  Pitchy 

Titollol^  &c. 

III. 

What  tho'   but  a  Merchant  floip — -fure  our  fupplies  ; 
Now  your  Mm  of  War  s  gain  in  a  lottery  lies^ 
Andhotv  blank  they  all  look^  when  they  can  t  get  a  prized 

Ti  tolloly  ^c. 

IV. 

JVhat  are  all  their  fine  names?  when  no  Rhitio's  behind^ 
The  Intrepid,  and  Lion,  look  JJjeepifo^  you'll  find; 
Jfhil/l^  alas!  the  poor  iEoIus  can't  raife  the  wind! 

11  tol  lol.    (iff. 

V. 

Then  the  Thunderer'^  r/«7K/' ;  out  of  tune  the  Orpheus; 

The  Ceres  has  nothing  at  all  to  produce  ; 

And  the  Eagle,  1  warrant  you  looks  like  a  goofe. 

Ti  tol  kl,  &c. 
v'u 
But  vje  merchant  lads^  tho'  the  foe  we  can't  maul^ 
Nor  are  paid,  like  fine  king-fiiips,  to  fight  at  a  call. 
Why  we  pay  ourfeivcs  vJcU^  without  fighting  at  all, 

Ti  tol  lol^  ^c. 
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1/?  Sail.  Avail!  look  a  head  there.  Here  they 
come  chas'd  by  a  fleet  of  black  devils. 

Mid/k.  And  the  devil  ?ijire  have  I  to  give  'em.  We 
han't  a  grain  of  Power  left.    What  muft  we  do,  lads  ? 

2d  Sail.     Do  ?     Sheer  ofF  to  be  fure. 

*-^ MidJ}}.     What,  and  leave  our  companions  behind?" 

*'  I/?  Sail.     Why  not?    they    left  us  before j    fo_  it 

comes  to  the  fame  thing. 

"  Midjh.     No  damn  it— I   can't— I   can't  do  that 

neither." 

"  3^  Sail.     Why  then  we'll    leave  you ;     who  the 

plague  is  to  ftand  here,  and  be  peppered  by  a  parcel 

of  favages  ? 

"  Mldjh.     Why  to  be  fure  as  it  is  fo — plague  on't 

( reluciaiitly ) . 

"  iji  Sail.     Paw  mun,  they're  as  fafe  as  we.   Why 

we're  fcarce  a  cable's  length  afunder,  and   they'll  keep 

in  our  wake  now  I  warrant  'em. 

"  Midjh.     Why,  if  you  will  have  it  fo— It  makes 

a  body's  heart  yearn  to  leave  the  poor  fellows  in  dif- 

trefs  too." 

All.     Come  bear  a  hand,  Mailer  Malinfpike. 

Midp^.  [Reludlantly.)  Well  if  I  muft,  I  muft  [goi7rg 
to  the  other  fide  and  hallowi?ig  te  Inkle,  czc.)  Yoho, 
Lubbers.    Croud  all  the  fail  you  can,  dye  mind  me  ? 

^Exei(nt  Sailors. 

Enter  Medium,  running  accrcfs  thejlage  as  purfued  by  the 
Blacks. 

Med.  Nephew !  Trudge  !  run — fcamper!  Scour — 
fly!  Zounds,  what  harm  did  I  ever  do  to  be  hunted  to 
death  by  a  pack  of  black  bloodhounds.  Why  Nephew! 
O  CQnfound  your  long  funis  in  arithmetick !  I'll  take  care 
of  myfelf,  and  if  we  muft  have  any  arithmetick  !  dc)t  and 
carry  one  for  my  money.  \_Exit. 

Enter  Inkle  and  Trudge  hajjily. 

Trudge.  Oh !  that  ever  I  was  bom,  to  leave  pen,  ink, 
and  powder  for  this  I 

Inkle. 
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Inkle.     Trudge,  how  far  are  the  failors  before  us  ? 

Trudge.     I'll  run  and  fee,  Sir,  diredly. 

Inkle.  Blockhead,  come  here.  The  favages  are  clofe 
upon  us;  we  (hall  fcarce  be  able  to  recover  our  party. 
Get  behind  this  tuft  of  trees  with  me ;  they'll  pafs  us, 
and  we  may  then  recover  the  fhip  with  fatety. 

Trudge,  {going  behind)  Oh!  Threadneedle-ftreet, 
Thread! 

Inkle.     Peace. 

Trudge.  (Z'/i/w^.)— Needle-flreet.  [They  hide  behind 
trees.  Natives  crofs.  After  a  long  paufe^  Inkle  looks 
from  the  trees.) 

Inkk.     Trudge. 

Trudge.     Sir.     [In  a  zuhifper.) 

Inkle.     Are  they  all  gone  by  ? 

Trudge.     Won't  you  look  and  fee  ? 

Inkle.  [Looking  round.)  So,  all'sfafe  at  laft.  [coming 
forivard. )  Nothing  like  policy  in  thefe  cafes ;  but  you'd 
have  run  on  lilce  a  booby!  A  tree  I  fancy  you'll  find 
in  future  the  beft  refource  in  a  hot  purfuit. 

Trudge.  Oh  charming  !  It's  a  retreat  for  a  king. 
Sir.  Mr.  Medium,  however,  has  not  got  up  in  it ;  your 
Uncle,  Sir,  has  run  on  like  a  booby ^  and  has  got  up  with 
our  party  by  this  time,  I  take  it,  who  are  now  moft 
likely  at  the  ihore.  But  what  are  we  to  do  next. 
Sir? 

Inkle.     Reconnoitre  a  little,  and  then  proceed. 

Trudge.  Then  pray,  Sir,  proceed  to  reconnoitre ;  for 
the  fooner  the  better. 

Inkle.  I'hen  look  out,  d'ye  hear,  and  tell  mc,  if  you 
difcover  any  danger. 

Trudge.  Y —  Ye — s — Yes.  But  [trembling). 
*'  As  you  underftand  this  bufmefs  better  than  I  Sir,  fup- 
*'  pofe  you  ilick  clofe  to  my  elbow  to  give  me  direc- 
"  tions. 

"  Inkle.  Cowardly  fcoundrel !  Do  as  you  are  order'd, 
"  Sir."     Well,  is  the  coaft  clear  ? 

Trudge.  Eh!  Oh  Lord  !-— Clear  ?  [rubbing his  eyes) 
Oh  dear  !  oh  dear  !  the  coaft  will  foon  be  clear  enough 
now,  I  promife  you The  fhip  is  under  fail,  Sir. 

4-  Inkit> 
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"  Inkle.     Death  and  damnation  ! 

"  Trudge.  Aye,  death  falls  to  my  lot.  I  {hall  ftarve 
"  and  go  off  like  a  pop-gun." 

hikle.  Confufion  !  my  property  carried  off  in  the 
veffel. 

Trudge.     All,  all,  Sir,  except  me. 

"  Inkle.  Treacherous  villains  I  My  whole  effedls 
*'  loft. 

"  Trudge.  Lord,  Sir  I  any  body  but  you  wou'd  only 
"  think  of  effe<R;ing  his  fafety  in  fuch  a  fituation." 

Inkle,  They  may  report  me  dead,  perhaps,  and  dif- 
pofe  of  property  at  the  next  illand. 

( The  vejjel  appears  under  fall. ) 

Trudge.     Ah  !   there  they  go.      [A gun  jir' d.) 
That  v/ill  be  the  lafl:  report  we  fhall  ever  hear  from  'em. 
I'm  afraid. — That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  Good  bve  to  ye. 
And  here  we  are  left — two  fine,  full-grown  babes  in  the 
wood. 

Inkle.  What  an  ill-tim'd  accident^  Juft  too,  when 
my  fpeedy  union  with  Narciffa,  at  Barbadoes,  wou'd  fo 
much  advance  my  interefts.  Something  muft  be  hit  up- 
on, and  fpeedily-,  but  what  refource  !      (thinking.) 

Trudge.  The  old  one — a  tree,  Sir  5 — It's  all  we 
have  for  it  now.  What  wou'd  I  give  now,  to  be  perch'd 
upon  a  high  frool,  wich  our  brown  defk,  fqueez'd  into 
the  pit  of  my  ftomach — fcribbling  away  on  an  old  parch- 
ment !-~But  all  my  red  ink  will  be  fpilt  by  an  old  black 
pin  of  a  negro* 

S    O^N    G. 

Laft  Valentine's  Day. 

A  voyage  over  feas  had  not  entered  my  head^ 

Had  I  known  but  on  ivhichfide  to  butter  my  bread. 

Heigho  I  jure  I— for  hunger  muji  die  I 

I've  fall' d  like  a  booby  \  come  here  in  a  fquall^ 

IFhere^  alas  !  there's  no  bread  to  be  butter" d  at  all! 

Oho  I    I'm  a  terrible  booby  ! 

Oh  J  what  a  fad  booby  am  I ! 

II.  In 
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li. 

In  London^  tvhat  gay  chop-hovfe  Jigks  in  thejireet ! 
But  the  only  fign  here  is  of  nothing  to  eat. 
Meigho  f    that  I — -for  hunger  Jhou' d  die! 
My  mutton^ s  all  lojl^  /'?«  a  poor  Jidrving  elf^ 
And  for  all  the  world  like  a  lojl  mutton  rnyfelfi 

Oho  !   I  jhall  die  a  lojl  mutton  I 

Oh  -luhat  a  loji  mutton  am  I ! 

III. 

For  a  neat  Jlice  ofhcef  I  coii'd  rear  like  a  hidl  -, 
And  my  Jiomach' s  fo  _e?npty^  ?ny  heart  is  quite  fulh 
Heigho  !   that  1 — -for  hunger  Jhoidd  die  I 
But^  grave  without  meat^  I  mufi  here  ?neet  my  grave^^ 
For  ?ny  bacon^  1  fancy ^  J  never  Jhall  fave  ; 

Oho  !    I  Jhall  ne'er  fa'ue  my  bacon  I 

I  can't  fave  ?ny  bacon^  7iot  I! 

Trudzc.     Hum  !     I  was  thinklne; . 


"  Inkk.  Well,  v/ell,  what  ?  Something  to  our  pur- 
pore,  I   hope?" 

Trudge.  I  was  thinking,  Sir, — if  {o  many  natives 
Cou'd  be  caught,  how  much  they  might  fetch  at  the 
Weft  India  markets  ! 

Jnkle.     Scoundrel  !  is  this  a  time  to  jeft  ? 

Urudge.  No,  faith,  Sir!  Hunger  is  too  fharp  to  be 
jefted  with.  As  for  me,  I  ihall  ftarve  for  v/ant  of  food„ 
Now  you  may  meet  a  luckier  fate  :  You  are  able  to  ex- 
traft  the  fquare  root.  Sir;  and  that's  the  very  befl:  provi- 
fion  you  can  find  here  to  live  upon.  ^\xtl[7ioife  at  a  dif- 
tance.)     Mercy  on  us  !  here  they  come  again. 

Inkle.  Conrufion  !  Deferted  on  one  fide,  and  prefs'd 
on  the  other,  which  way  fhall  I  turn?— This  cavern  may 
prove  a  fafe  retreat  to  us  for  the  prefent.  PlI  enter,  co^ 
what  it  will. 

Trudge.  Oh  Lord!  no,  don't,  don't ;— -We  {liall 
pay  too  dear  for  our  lodging,  depend  on't. 

Inkle.  This  is  no  time  for  debating.  You  are  at  the 
mouth  of  it  i  lead  the  way.  Trudge. 

C  Trudged 
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Trudge.  What !  go  in  before  your  honor  !  I  know 
my  place  better,  I  afiure  you. — I  might  walk  into  more 
mouths  than  one,  perhaps.     [Afide.] 

Inkle.      Coward  !     then    follow  me.      (Noife    agam.) 
Trudge.   I  muft.  Sir;  I  muft  !    Ah  Trudge,  Trudge! 
what  a  damn'd  hole  are  you  getting  into  ! 

\_Exeunt  into  a  cavern. 


SCENE,  J  Cave^  decorated  vjith  (kins  of  wild  heajls 
feathers^  t^c.  in  the  7niddle  of  the  fcene^  a  lude  kind  of 
curtain^  by  way  of  door  to  an  apartment. 

Enter  Inkle  and  Trudge,  as  from  the  mouth  of  the  Cavern, 

Trudge.  Why,  Sir  !  Sir  I  you  muft  be  m.ad  to  go  any 
farther. 

Inkle.  So  far,  at  leaft,  we  have  proceeded  with  fafety. 
Ha  !  no  bad  fpecinien  of  favage  elegance.  Thefe  orna- 
ments wou'd  be  worth  fomething  in  England. — We  have 
little  to  fear  here,  I  hope  ;  this  cave  rather  bears  the 
pleafmg  face  of  a  profitable  adventure. 

Triidge.  Very  likely.  Sir  !  But  for  a  pleafing  face, 
it  has  the  curfed'ft  ugly  mouth  I  ever  faw  in  my  life. 
Now  do,  Sir,  make  ofFas  fail:  as  you  can.  If  we  once 
get  clear  of  the  natives  houfes,  we  have  little  to  fear  from 
the  lions  and  leopards :  for  by  the  appearance  of  their 
parlours,  they  feem  to  have  kill'd  all  the  wild  beafts  in 
the  country.  Now  pray,  do,  my  good  Mafter,  take 
my  advice,  and  run  away. 

Inkle.  Rafcal  I  Talk  again  of  going  out,  and  I'll  flea 
you  alive. 

Trudge.  That's  jull  what  I  expe£l:  for  coming  in. — 
All  that  enter  here  appear  to  have  had  their  fkin  ftript 
over  their  ears;  and  ours  will  be  kept  for  curiofities — 
We  fl^iall  ftand  here,  ftuff'd  for  a  couple  of  white  won- 
ders. 

Inkle.  This  curtain  feems  to  lead  to  another  apart- 
ment :   rU  draw  it. 

Trudge, 
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Trudge.  No,  no,  no,  don't ;  don't.  Vie  may  be 
caird  to  account  for  diitarbing  the  company  :  you  may 
get  a  curtain-ledture,  perhaps,  Sir. 

Inkle.     Peace,  booby,    and  ftand  on  your  guard. 

Trudge.  Oh  !  what  will  become  of  us  !  Some  grim 
feven  foot  fellow  ready  to  fcalp  us. 

Inkle.     By  heaven  !    a  woman. 

As  the  curtain  draws^  Yarico   and  Wov/fki  dif- 
cover' d  ajJcep. 

Trudge.  A  woman!  [Jfide.)  (Loud  )  But  let  him  come 
on  5  I'm^  ready,  dam'me  ;  I  don't  fear  facing  the  devil 
himfelF. — Faith  it  is  a  woman— faft  afleep,  too. 

Likk,     And  beautiful  as  an  angel. 

Trudge.  And,  egad  !  there  feems  to  be  a  nice  little 
plump  bit  in  the  corner  ;  only  fhe's  an  angel  of  rather  a 
darker  fort. 

Inkle.  Hufh  !  keep  back— fhe  wakes.  [Yarico  comes 
forzvard — Inkle  and  Trudge  retire  to  oppofite  fides  of  the 
fcene.'\ 

SON   G. — Y  A  R  I  c  o. 

When  the  chace  of  day  is  done^ 
And  thejhaggy  lion's  Jkin^  : 

Which  for  us  our  warriors  %uin^ 
Decks  our  cell  at  ft  of  fun  ^ 
Worn  with  toil^  with  feep  opprs/I^ 
J  prefs  my  moffy  hed^  and  fink  to  rejh 

II.        g 

Then^  once  more^  I  fee  our  train. 
With  all  our  chace  renew' d  again: 
Once  more  'tis  clay^ 
Once  more  our  prey 
Gnajlies  his  angry  teeth^  and  foams  in  vain, 
Again^  infullen  hajle^  he  fiies^ 
Ta'en  in  the  toi!^  again  he  lies. 
Again  he  roars^  and  in  my  fiiimhers  dks, 

C2  Inkle, 
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■     Inkle.     Our  language  ! 

Trudge.  Zounds,  fixe  has  thrown  me  into  a  cold 
fweat. 

Tarlco.  Hark!  I  heard  a  noife !  Wowflci,  awake! 
v/hence  can  it  proceed !  \_She  zuakes  Wovviki,  and  they  both 
come  forvjard- — Yarico  toivards  Inkles  Wowiki  toivaras 
Trudge.] 

*'  Trudge.     Madarn,  your  very  humble  fervant." 

Tar.     Ah!   what  form  is  this? — are  you  a  man? 

Inkle.  True  ilefh  and  blood,  my  charming  heathen,  I 
prbmife  you. 

yar.  What  harmony  in  his  voice  !  What  a  fhape ! 
How  fair  his  fl?:in  too! {gazing) 

Trudge.  Thib  n:>ufl  be  a  lady  of  quality,  by  her 
ftaring. 

Tar.     Say,  ftranger,  whence  come  you  ? 

hkle.  From  a  far  diflant  ifland,  driven  on  this  coaft 
by  diftrefs,  and  deferted  by  my  companions. 

Tar.  And  do  you  knov/  the  danger  that  furrounds 
you  here  ?  Our  woods  are  fill'd  v/ith  beafls  of  prey--r 
my  countrymen  too-— (^et,  I  think  they  cou'd  n't  find 
the  heart) — might  kill  you.— It  v/ou'd  be  a  pity  if  you 
fell  in  their  way — I  think  I  fhou'd  weep  if  you.  come 
to  any  harm. 

Trudge.  O  ho  \  It's  time  I  fee  to  begin  making  in- 
tereft  with  the  chambermaid,  {Takes  Wowiki  apart. 

Inkle.  How  wild  and  beautiful !  Sure  there's  magic 
in  her  (hape,  and  ihe  has  rivetted  m.e  to  the  place ;  but 
where  fnall  I  look  for  fafety?  let  me  fly  and  avoid  my 
death. 

Tarlco.     Oh  !  no,  but [as  If  puzzled)  well  then 

die  ftranger,  but  don't  depart.  I  will  try  to  pre- 
fisrve  you;  and  if  you  are  kill'd,  Yarico  muft  die  too! 
Yet,  'lis  I  alone  can  fave  you  ;  your  death  is  certain 
without  my  affiftance^  and  indeed,  indeed,  you  fhall  not 
want  it. 

hikle.  My  kind  Yarico  I  but  what  means  mud  be 
ys'd  for  my  fafety  ? 

larlco.  My  cave  muft  conceal  you  ;  none  enter  it 
lince  my  father  was  flain  in  battle.     I  will  bring  you  food 
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by  day,  then  lead  you  to  our  unfrequented  groves  by 
moonlight,  to  hften  to  the  nightingale.  If  you  fhoujd 
jleep,  I'll  vvatch  you,  and  wake  you  when  there's  danger. 

Inkle.  Generous  Maid  !  Then,  to  you  I  v/ill  owe  my 
Ii£e  ;  and  whilil  itlafts,  nothing  fhall  part  us. 

Tar.     And  fhan't  it,  fhan't  it  indeed? 

hikle.  No,  my  Yarico!  For  when  an  opportunity 
offers  to  return  to  my  country,  you  iiiall  be  my  Com- 
panion. 

Tar.     W  hat,  crofs  the  feas  ? 

Inkle.  Yes,  helpme  to  difcover  a  veile],  and  you  fhall 
ienjoy  wonders.  You  {liaU  be  deck'd  in  filks,  my  brave 
maid,  and  have  a  houfe  drawn  with  horfes  to  carry  you. 

ITjr.     Nay,  do  not  laugh  at  me — but  is  it  iol 

Ink.     It  is  indeed ! 

Tar.  Oh  wonder!  I  wifh  my  Countrywomen  cou'd 
iee  mc But  won't  your  warriors  kill  us  ? 

hikle.     No,  our  only  danger  on  land  is  here. 

Tar.  Then  let  us  retire  further  into  the  cave.  Come 
-T-your  fafety  is  in  my  keeping. 

InJde.  I  follow  you — Yet,  can  you  run  fome  rifquc 
in  following  me  ? 


'to 
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O  fay,  Bonny  Lafs. 

Jnkle.  O  fay^  Jl?nple  maid^  have  you  fornC a  aj^y  notion 
Of  all  the  rude  dangers  in  crojjing  the  ocean? 
When  vjindi  ivhijlle  forilly^  ah  I  won't  they  re- 
mind yov.^ 
Toftgh  with  regret  for  the  grot  left  behind  you  ? 
Tar.  Ah  I  7iOy  I  coiidfollo-iv^  and  fail  the  world  over. 
Nor  think  of  my  grot,  whe?i  I  look  at  my  lover  ! 
The  vjinds  which  blow  round  us,  your  arjnsfor 

my  pilloiu. 

Will  lull  us  to  feep,  whiljt  we^re  rocked  by  each 

billow. 

,^  Inkle.     Then,  jay,  lovely  lafs,  what  if  haply  efpying 

"  J  rich  goUant  Veffel  tvith  gay  colours  flying? 

%  "  Yaf, 
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"  Yar.   I'll  journey^    with  thee^   love^  to  where  the  land 
narrovjs^ 
*'     And  fling  all  my  cares  at  my  hack  with  my 
*'  arrows  " 

Both.      O  fay  ihen^  my  true  love^  we  never  will  fiinder^ 
Nor  Jhrink  from  the  tempeji^  jior  dread  the  big 

thunder; 
Whiljl  conjlant^  we'll  laugh   at  all  changes  of 

weather^ 
And  journey  all  over  the  world  hcth  together. 
[Exeunt  thro'  the  cut  of  the  rock, 

Manent  Trudge  and  Wowfki. 

Trudge.  Why  !  you  fpeak  Englifli  as  well  as  I,  my 
little  Wowfld. 

F/owf     Us. 

Trudge.  Ifs !  And  you  learnt  it  from  a  ftrange  man, 
that  tumbled  from  a  big  boat,  many  moons  ago,  you  fay  ? 

Wozvf.     Ifs. — Teach  me — Teach  good  many. 

Trudge.  Then,  what  the  devil  made  'em  fo  furpriz'd 
at  feeing  us  !  was  he  like  me  ? 

Wowf.     [Shakes  her  head.) 

Trudge.  Not  fo  fmart  a  body  mayhap.  Was  his  face 
now  round,  and  comely  j  and--eh  !  [Stroaki?2g  his  chin.) 
Was  it  like  mine  ? 

Wowf.     Like  dead  leaf — brown  and  fhrivel. 

Trudge.  Oh,  ho  1  an  old  fiiipwreck'd  faiior,  I  war- 
rant} with  white  and  grey  hair^  eh,  my  pretty  beauty 
fpot? 

Wowf.  Ifs ;  all  white.  When  night  come,  he  put . 
it  in  pocket. 

Trudge.  Oh  !  wore  a  wig.  But  the  old  boy  taught 
you  fomething  more  than  Englifh,  I  believe. 

Wowf     Ifs. 

Trudge.     The  devil  he  did  !     What  was  it  ? 

Wowf.  Teach  me  put  dry  grafs,  red  hot,  in  hollow 
•yvhite  (lick. 

Irudge.     Aye,  what  was  that  for  ? 

Wowf, 
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Tfoivf.     Put  in  my  mouth — go  poff,  pofF! 

Trudge.     Zounds!   did  he  teach  you  to  fmoke  ? 

JVowj:     Ik. 

Trudge.  And  what  became  of  him  at  lad  ?  What 
did  you:-  countrymen  do  for  the  poor  fellow  ? 

TVoivf.     Eat  him  one  Aa-j — Our  Chief  kill  him. 

Trudge.  Mercy  on  us !  what  damn'd  fiomachs,  to 
fwallow  a  tough  eld  Tar !  Though,  for  the  matter  of 
that,  there's  many  of  our  Captains  would  eat  all  they 
kill  I  believe !  Ah  poor  Trudge  !  your  killing  comes 
next. 

JVovjf.  No,  no — not  you — no — (naming  to  him 
anxioufly) 

Trudge.  No?  why  vvhat  fhall  I  do  if  I  get  in  their 
paws  ? 

Wowf.     I  fight  for  you  ! 

Trudge.  Will  you?  Ecod  flie's  a  brave,  good- 
natur'd  wench;  fne'll  be  worth  a  hundred  of  yourEnglifh 
wives--Whenever  they  fight  on  their  hufbands'  account, 
it's  with  him,  inftead  of  for  him,  I  fancy.  But  how 
the  plague  am  I  to  live  here  ? 

IVowf.     I  feed  you— -bring  you  kid. 


SONG, 


(One  day,  I  heard  Mary  fay.] 

JVhite  ma-)ij  never  go  away ; 

Tell  me  why  need  you  ? 
Stay^  with  your  Wov7il<i,y?^^  ; 

Wowfki  ivill  feed  you. 
Cold  moons  are  now  coming  in), 

Ah  don't  go  grieve  ?ne  ! 
ril  wrap  you  in  leopard^ s  Jkin  i 

JVhite  ?nan^  don't  le^ve  me. 


11,  JrJ 
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It.  ' 

And  when  all  thcjky  is  Ihe^ 

Sun  makes  vjarni  zveathcr^ 
Til  catch  you  a  CochctoG^ 

Drejs  you  in  feather,  t 

When  cold  co?nes^  or  ■vahen  'tis  hot. 

Ah  do-iit  go  grieve  me  ! 
Poor  Wowikivjill  be  forgot-- - 

JVhite  man^  don't  leave  rae  f 

Trudge.  Zounds  I  leopard's  fkin  for  winter  wear, 
and  fenthers  for  a  fummer'"s  fuit !  Ha,  ha  I  I  fnall  look 
like  a  walking  harrimer-cloth,  at  Chriftmas,  and  an  upright 
fliuttiecock,  in  the  dog-days  j  and  for  all  this,  if  my 
mafter  and  i  find  our  way  to  England,  you  fiiall  be  part 
of  our  travelling  equipage ;  and  when  1  get  there,  I'll 
o-ive  you  a  couple  of  inug  rooms  on  a  firft  floor,  and 
vifit  you  every  evening  as  foon  as  I  come  from  the  count- 
in  ii;-houfe.     Do  you  like  it  ? 

/Fszt/.     Ifs. 

Trudge.  Damme,  what  aflafhy  fellow  Ifliall  feem  in 
the  city  !  I'll  get  her  a  white  boy  to  bring  up  the  tea- 
kettle :  tt'ien  I'll  teach  you  to  write  and  drefs  hair. 

Wovf.     You  great  margin  your  country  ? 

Trudge.  Oh  yes,  a  very  great  man.  I'm  head  clerk 
of  the  counting-houfe,  and  firft  valet-de-chambre  of  the 
dreffing-room.  I  pounce  parchments,  powder  hair, 
black  ihoes,  ink  p:iper,  lliave  beard?,  and  mend  pens. 
But  hold  \  I  had  forgot  one  m.aterial  point— you  ar'n't 
married,  I  hope  ? 

JVowf.     No  :  you  be  my  chum-chum  ! 

Trudge.  So  I  will.  It's  beft,  however,  to  be  fure  of 
her  being  fmgle ;  for  Indian  hufbands  are  not  quite  fo 
complaifant  as  Englifh  ones,  and  the  vulgar  dogs  might 
think  of  looking  a  little  after  their  fpoufes.  Well,  as  my 
mafter  feems  king  of  this  palace,  and  has  taken  his  Indian 
Queen  already,  I'll  e'en  be  uiher  of  the  black  rod  here. 
!But  you  have  had  a  lover  or  two  in  your  timcj  eh, 
Wowfla  ? 

IVovuf.     Oh  ifs,  great  many,  I  tell  you. 

DUET  T. 
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Wowf.     TVampum^  ^wairfpum^    Tanh^    Lanko^    Nankoy 
Pownatozvjki^ 
Black  men — plenty — twenty — 'fight  for  me. 
White  man^  woo  you  true  f 
Trudge.   TVho? 
Wowf.  '^ou. 

Trudge,  Tes^  pretty  Utile  Wovjfki. 

Wowf".      Then  t  have  all^  and  I folloiuthee. 
Trudge.  Oh  then  turn  ahout^  my  little  tawny  tight  one  I 

Don't  you  like  me  P 
Wowf.     Jfs,  you're  like  thefnow  / 

If  you  flight  one. — 
Trudge.  Nevery  not  for  any  white  one ; 
You  arc  beautiful  as  any  floe. 
Wowf.     Wars^jarSjfcars^  can't  expofe  ye 

In  our  grot 
Trudge.  So  fnug  and  cofey  ! 

Wowf.     Flowers  neatly 

PicFd^  fhallfweeily 

Make  your  bed. 
Trudge.  Coying^  toying 

With  a  rofy 

Pofey, 

When  I'm  dozey^ 
Bear-fkin  night-caps  too  fhall  warm  my  head. 
Both.        Bear-fkin  ni2;ht-caDS,  &c,  &c. 


End  of  the  FlPvST  ACT, 
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ACT      II. 


SCENE,  The  ^ay  at  Earbadoes,  zvith  an  Inn  upon 
it.  People  anployed  in  unloading  Vefjeh^  carrying  Bales 
of  Goods  J  ^c. 


Enter  fcveral  Planters, 

iji  Plant.  J.  Saw  her  this  morning,  gentlemen,  you  may 
depend  on't.  My  telefcope  never  fails  me.  I  popp'd 
upon  her  as  I  was  taking  a  peep  from  my  balcony.  A 
brave  tight  iliip,  I  tell  you,  bearing  down  direftly  for 
Earbadoes  here. 

id  Plant.  Ods  my  life  I  rare  news  !  We  have  not 
had  a  veflel  arrive  in  our  harbour  thefe  fix  weeks. 

'^d  Plant.  And  the  laft  brought  only  madam  Narcifia, 
our  Governor's  daughter,  from  England  ;  with  a  parcel 
of  lazy,  idle,  white  folks  about  her.  Such  cargoes  will 
never  do  for  our  Trade,  neighbour. 

^th  Plant.  No,  no  :  we  want  fiaves.  A,  terrible 
dearth  of  'em  in  Earbadoes  lately !  But  your  dingy 
paflengers  for  my  money.  Give  me  a  veflel  like  a  collier, 
where  all  the  lading  tumbles  out  as  black  as  my  hat.  But 
are  you  {lire  now  you  ar'n't  miflaken  ?    (to  iji  Planter) 

\Jl  Plant.  Miff aken !  'ibud,  do  you  doubt  my  glafs  ? 
I  can  difcover  a  gull  by  it  fix  leagues  off:  I  could  difcover 
every  thing  as  plain  as  rf  I  was  on  board. 

id  Plant.     Indeed  !  and  what  were  her  colours  ? 

iji  Plant.      Um!     why    Englifh or  Dutch or 

1<  rench 1  don't  exactly  remember. 

3^  Plant.     What  were  the  failors  aboard  ? 

ifi  Pla-nt.     Eh !    why   they   were  Engliili   too or 

Dutch— —or  French— —I  can't  perfedly  recoUeft. 

^tbPlaiit. 


A    N       O    P    E    R    A.  27 

j^th  Plant.  Your  glafs,  neighbour,  is  a  little  like  a 
glafs  too  much  :  it  makes  you  forget  every  thing  you 
ought  to  remember.     ('^?7  ''^ithout^  "  Afail^  a  fail  I" ) 

iji  Plant.  Egad  but  I'm  right  tho'.  Now,  gentle- 
men ! 

Jll^    Aye,  aye ;  the  deVil  take  the  hindmofl. 

\_Exeunt  hajiily. 


Enter  Narcilla  and  Patty. 
SONG. 

Frejhly  now  the  breeze  is  bloiving  ; 

As  y  on  fiip  at  anchor  rides  J 
Sullen  waves  J  inceffant  jlowing^ 

Rudely  dajh  againft  the  fides  : 
So  my  heart,  its  courfe  vvjpeded. 

Beats  in  my  "perturbed  breajl  j 
Doubts,  like  voaves  ky  voavesfucceeded^ 

Rife,  and  Jim  deny  it  rejl. 

Patty.     Well,  Ma'am,  as  I  was  faying 

Nar.  Well,  fay  no  more  of  v/hat  you  were  faying — 
Sure,  Patty,  you  forget  where  you  arej  a  little  caution 
will  be  neceflary  now,  I  think. 

Patty.  Lord,  Madam,  how  is  it  poilible  to  help 
talking?  We  are  in  Barbadoes  here  to  be  fure — but 
then,  Ma'am,  one  may  let  out  a  little  in  a  private  morn^ 
ing's  walk  by  ourfelves, 

Nar.     Nay,  it's  the  fame  thing  with  you  in  doors, 

"  Patty.  Why,  to  fay  the  truth.  Ma'am,  tho'  we  do 
**  live  in  your  father's  houfe,  Sir  Chriftopher  Curry, 
*'  the  grand  governor  that  governs  all  Barbadoes — 
"  and  a  terrible  pofitive  Governor  he  is  to  be  fure  ; 
"  yet,  he'll  find  it  a  difficult  matter  to  govern  a  cham- 
"  bermaid's  tongue,  I  believe. 

"  Nar.  That  I  am  fure  of,  Patty  ;  for  it  runs  as  ra- 
"  pidly  as  the  tide  which  brought  us  from  England. 

"  Patty.  Very  true,  Ma'am,  and  like  the  tide  it 
"  flops  for  no  man. 

D  2  "A^vr. 
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*'  Nar.  Well,  well,  let  it  run  as  you  pleafe;  only  for 
"  my  fake,  take  care  it  don't  run  away  with  you. 

"  Patty.  Oh,  Ma'am,  it  has  been  too  v/ell  train'd 
*'  in  the  courfe  of  converfation,  I  promife  you ;  and  if 
"  ever  it  fays  any  thing  to  your  difadvantage,  my  name 
*'  is  not  Patty  Prink."— I  never  blab,  Ma'am,  never, 
as  I  hope  for  a  gown. 

Nar.  And  your  never  blabbing,  as  you  call  it,  de- 
pends chiefly  on  that  hope,  I  believe.  The  unlocking 
my  chell,  locks  up  all  your  faculties.  An  old  filk  gown 
makes  you  turn  your  back  on  all  my  fecrets  ;  a  large 
bonnet  blinds  your  eyes,  and  a  fafhionable  high  hand- 
kerchief covers  your  ears,  and  flops  your  mouth  at  once, 
Patty. 

Patty.  Dear  Ma'am,  how  can  you  think  a  body  fo 
mercenary !  Am  I  always  teafing  you  about  gowns  and 
gew-gaws,  and  fallals  and  finery  ?  Or  do  you  take  me 
for  a  conjuror,  that  nothing  will  come  out  of  my  mouth 
but  ribbons  ?  I  have  told  the  ftory  of  our  voyage,  in- 
deed, to  old  Guzzle,  the  butler,  who  is  very  inquifitive  ; 
and,  between  ourfelves,  is  the  uglieft  old  Quiz  I  ever  faw 
in  my  life. 

Nar.  Well,  well,  I  have  feen  him ;  pitted  with  the 
fmall-pox  and  a  red  face. 

Patty.  Right,  Ma'am,  It's  for  all  the  world  like  his 
mafter's  cellar,  full  of  holes  and  liquor  ;  but  when  he  aflcs 
me  what  you  and  I  think  of  the  matter,  why  I  look  wife, 
and  cry  like  other  vi^ife  people  v/lio  have  nothing  to  fay — 
All's  for  the  beft. 

Nar.  And,  thus,  you  lead  him  to  imagine  I  am  but 
little  inclin'd  to  the  match. 

Patty.  Lord,  Ma'am,  how  cou'd  that  be  ?  Why,  I 
never  faid  a  word  about  Captain  Camplcy. 

Nar.     Hufh  !  hulli,  for  heaven's  fake. 

Patty.  Ay!  there  it  is  now. — There,' Ma'am,  I'm 
as  mute  as  a  mack'rel — That  name  ftrikes  me  dumb  in 
a  moment.  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  Captain  Camp- 
ley  fomehow  or  other  has  the  knack  of  Hopping  my 
mouth  oftner  than  any  bodv  elfe,  Ma'am. 

Nar.  Plis  name  a2;ain ; — Conlider.-— Never  men- 
tion  it,  I  defire  you. 

A.  '  Pattv. 
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Patty.  Not  I,  Ma'am,  ffot  I.  But  if  our  voyage  from 
England  was  fo  pleafant,  it  wasn't  owing  to  Mr.  Inkle, 
I'm  certain.  He  didn't  play  the  fiddle  in  car  cabin,  and 
dance  on  the  deck,  and  come  languiihing  v/ith  a  glafs  of 
warm  water  in  his  hand,  when  we  were  fea-fick.  Ah, 
Ma'am.,   that  water  warm'd  your  heart,  I'm  confident. 

Mr.  Inkle  !      No,  no ;    Captain  Cam ^"  there,  he 

"  has  Hopped  my  Mouth  again  Ma'am." 

Nar.  There  is  no  end  to  this !  Remember,  Patty, 
keep  your  fecrefy,  or  you  entirely  lofe  my  favour, 

Patty.  Never  fear  me,  Ma'am.  But  if  fomebody 
I  know  is  not  acquainted  with  the  Governor,  there's  fuch 
a  thing  as  dancing  at  balls,  and  fquee zing  hands  when 
you  lead  up,  and  fqueezing  them  again  when  you  call 
down,  and  walking  on  the  Quay  in  a  morning. 

"  Nar.     No  more  of  this !" 

Patty.  O,  I  won't  uttter  a  fyllable.  "  I'll  go,  and 
*'  take  a  turn  on  the  Quay  by  myfeif,  if  you  think  pro- 
per." (archly) -But  remember,  I'm  as  dole  as  a  patch- 
box.     Mum's  the  word,  Ma'am,  I  promife  you. 


SONG, 

This  maxim  Jet  ev'ry  one  hear^ 

Proclaimed frotn  the  72ortb  to  the  foittJiy 
JPhatever  comes  in  at  your  ear^ 

Should  never  run  out  at  your  mouth. 
JVeJervants^  like ferv  ants  of  Jlate^ 

Should  lift  en  to  all^  and  be  dumb  ; 
Let  others  harangue  and  debate.^ 

Jfe  look  ivife—Jkake  our  heads — and  are  mum, 

II. 

The  "Judge^  in  dtdl  dignity  dreJJ^ 

In  fderice  hears  bar rijtcrs  preachy 
And  then^  to  prove  file r:ce  is  bcjl^ 
.He'll  get  upy  and  give  ""em  afpeech^ 

By 
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Byjaylng  but  little^  the  maid 

Will  keep  her  fwain  under  her  thumb; 
And  the  lover  that's  true  to  his  trade 

Is  certain  to  kifs^  and  cry  mu7n.  [Exit. 

Nar.  *'  This  heedlefs  wench,  every  time  fhe  fpeaks, 
I  dread  a  difcovery  of  my  fentiments."  How  awkward 
is  my  prefent  fituation !  Promis'd  to  one,  who,  per- 
haps, may  never  again  be  heard  of;  and  who,  I  am  fure, 
if  he  ever  appears  to  claim  me,  will  do  it  merely  on  the 
fcore  of  intereft — prefs'd  too,  by  another,  who  has  al- 
ready, I  fear,  too  much  intereft  in  my  heart — what 
can  I  do  ?     What  plan  can  I  follow  ? 

Enter  Campley. 

Camp.  Follow  my  advice,  Narclfia,  by  all  means. 
Enlift  with  me,  under  the  bed:  banners  in  the  world. 
General  Hymen  for  my  money  ;  little  Cupid's  his  drum- 
mer ;  he  has  been  beating  a  round  rub-a-dub  on  our 
hearts,  and  we  have  only  to  obey  the  word  of  com- 
mand, fall  into  the  ranks  of  matrimony,  and  march  thro' 
life  together. 

"  Nar.  Halt !  halt.  Captain  I  You  march  too  quick ; 
befides,  you  make  m.atrimouy  a  mere  parade." 

"  Camp.  Faith,  I  believe,  many  make  it  fo  at  prefent; 
but  we  are  volunteers,  Narciffa  !  and  I  am  for  actual 
iervice,  I  promife  you." 

Nar.     Then  confider  our  fituation. 

Camp.  That  has  been  duly  confider'd.  In  iliort,  the 
cafe  ftands  exadlly  thus ;  your  intended  fpoufe  is  all  for 
money  :  I  am  all  for  love.  He  is  a  rich  rogue  ;  1  am  ra- 
ther a  poor  honeft  fellow. '  He  wou'd  pocket  your  for- 
tune ;  I  will  take  you  without  a  fortune  in  yOur  pocket. 

"  Nar.  But  where's  Mr.  Inkle's  view  of  intereft  ? 
Hasn't  he  run  away  from  me  ? 

"  Camp.  And  I  am  ready  to  run  away  ivlth  you  ; 
"  you  won't  always  meet  with  fuch  an  offer  ox\  an  emer- 


"  gency. 
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Nar.  Oh  !  I  am  fenfible  of  the  favour,  mod:  gallant 
Captain  Campley  ;  and  my  father,  no  doubt,  will  be 
very  much  oblig'd  to  you. 

Camp.  Aye,  there's  the  devil  of  it :  Sir  Chriftopher 
Curry's  confounded  good  chara<Ster — knocks  me  up  at 
once.  Yet  I  am  not  acquainted  with  him  neither ;  not 
known  to  him,  even  by  fight ;  being  here  only  as  a  pri- 
vate gentleman  on  a  vifit  to  my  old  relation,  out  of  re- 
gimentals, and  fo  forth  ;  and  not  introduc'd  to  the  Go- 
vernor as  other  officers  cf  the  place  :  But  then  the  re- 
port of  his  hofpitality — his  odd,  blunt,  v/himfical  friend- 
fhip — his  v/hole  behaviour 

Nar.     All  ftare  you  in  the  face  ;  eh,  Campley  ? 

Camp.  They  (lo^  till  they  put  me  out  of  countenance. 
But  then  again,  when  Ifiiare  you  in  the  face,  I  can't  think 
I  have  any  reafon  to  be  afham'd  of  my  proceedings. — I 
iKck  here  between  my  Love  and  my  Principle,  like  a 
fong  between  a  toaft   and  a  fentiment. 

Ndr.  And  if  your  love  and  your  principle  were  put 
in  the  fcales,  you  doubt  which  wou'd  weigh  mofi:  ? 

Camp.  Oh,  no !  I  ihou'd  acl  like  a  rogue,  and  let 
principle  kick  the  beam: 'For  love,  NarcilTa,  is  as  heavy 
as  lead,  and  like  a  bullet  from  a  piftol,  cou'd  never  go 
thro'  the  heart,  if  it  v/anted  weight. 

Nar.  Or  rather  like  the  piftol  itfelf,  that  often  goes 
off  without  any  harm  done.  Your  fire  muft  end  in 
fmoke,  I  believe. 

Ca?np.     Never,  whilft 

Njf.  Nay,  a  truce  to  proteftations  at  prefent.  What 
fignihes  talking  to  me^  v/hen  you  have  fuch  oppofi- 
tion  from  others  ?  V/hy  hover  about  the  city,  inPcead  of 
boldly  attacking  the  guard  ?  Wheel  about,  captain  !  face 
the  enemy !  March  !  Charge  !  Rout  'em— Drive  'em 
before  you,  and  then — 

Cam.p.     And  then  — 

Nar.     Lud  ha'  mercy  on  the  poor  city  I 
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Since  'tis  vain  to  think  of  flying. 

Mars  wou^d  oft^  his  conquefts  ovsr. 

To  the  Cyprian  Goddefs yield-, 
Venus  gloried  in  a  Icver^ 
.  JVho^  like  him^  coii^d  brave  the  field. 

Mars  wou'doftj  &c, 

II. 

In  the  carafe  of  battles  hearty^ 

Still  the  God  vjQu^d Jirive  to  prove. 
He  whofac''d  an  adverfe  party, 

Fitteji  was  to  meet  his  hve. 

Mars  woiCdcft,  qjV. 

III. 

Hear  then,,  Captains,  ye  ivho  bln.jhr. 
Hear  the  God  of  War  declare,    - 
Cowards  never  can  pafs  ?nujler. 

Courage  only  tvins  the  fair. 

Adars  vjou'd  eft,  &c,- 

Er.ter  Patty,  hiflily. 

Pattf.  Oh  lud,  Ma'am,  I'm  frightcn'd  out  of  my 
wits!  fure  as  I'm  alive,  Ma'am,  Mr.  Inkle  is  not  dead  ; 
I  faw  his  man.  Ma'am,  juft  now  coming  afhore  in  a 
boat  wi^h  other  pallengers  from  the  veffel  that's  come  to 
the  iflani. 

"  2\ar.     Then  one  way  or  other  I  mud  determine. 

"  Patty.  But,  pray  Ma'am,  dou't  tell  the  Captain  ; 
"  I'm  fure  he'll  ftick  poor  Trudge  in  his  paffion,  and 
"  he's  the  beft-natur'd,  peaceable,  kind,  loving  foul  in 
«  the  world."  [Exit  Patty. 

Nar.  [to  Camp.)  Look'ye,  Mr.  Campley,  fomething 
has  happcn'd  v/hich  make6  me  wa^•e  ceremoiiics. — If  you 

mean 
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mean  to  apply  to  my  father,  remember  that  delays  are 
dangerous. 

Camp.     Indeed ! 

Nar.  I  mayn't  be  always  in  the  fanie  mind,  you 
know.      ( Smiling. ) 

Camp.  Nay  then — Gad,  I'm  almoft  afraid  too — but 
living  in  this  ftate  of  doubt  is  torment :  I'll  e'en  put  a 
good  face  on  the  matter  ;  cock  my  hat ;  make  my  bow, 
and  try  to  reafon  the  Governor  into  compliance.  Faint 
heart  never  won  a  fair  Lady, 


SONG. 

fVhy  Jhou'd  I  vain  fears  difcover^ 
Prove  a  dyings  Jighing  jwain  f 

JVhy  turn  jhilly -pally  hver^ 
Only  to  prolong  my  pain? 

II. 

If'^l^en  tve  ivoo  the  dear  enjlaver^ 

Boldly  ajk  andjhe  ivill  grant ; 

Moiv  Jloould  we  obtain  a  favour^ 
But  by  telli?ig  vjhat  we  want  ? 

III. 

Shoidd  the  ny?nph  be  found  complying^ 
Nearly  then  the  battlers  won ; 

Parents  think  'tis  vain  denying^ 

When  half  our  work  is  fairly  done. 


[Exeunt 


Enter  Trudge  and  Wowlki   [as  from  the  fiiip)  with  a 
dirty  runner  to  one  of  the  inns. 

Run.     This  way,   Sirj    if  you  will  let  me  recom- 
mend  

Trudge.     Come  along,  Wows  I     Take  care  of  your 
furs,  and  your  feathers,  my  girl, 

E  Wowf 
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7'Vowf    Ifc. 

Trudge.  That's  right.— -Somebody  might  ftearcm, 
perhaps. 

JFowf.     Steal !— What  that? 

Trudge.  Oh  Lord  !  fee  what  one  lofes  by  not  being 
born  in  a  Chriitian  country. 

Run.  If  you  wou'd,  Sir,  but  mention  to  your  maf- 
ter,  the  houfe  that  belonf>;;s  to  my  mafter  ;  the  beil  ac- 
commodations on  the  quay. — 

Trudge.      Whst's  j'our  fign,  my  lad  ? 

Rmt.     The  Crown,  Sir. — Here  it  is. 

Trudge.  Well,  get  us  a  room  for  half  an  hour,  and 
we'll  come ;  and  harkee  !  let  it  be  light  and  airy,  d'ye 
hear  ?  My  mailer  has  been  us'd  to  your  open  apart- 
ments lately. 

Rirn.     Depend  on   it. — Much   oblig'd  to  you,  Sir. 

'  [Exit. 

TVovj^.     "Who  be  that  fi-ne  man  ?     He,  great  Prince  ? 

Trudge.  A  Prince— -Ha  !  ha! — No,  not  quite  a 
Prince — but  he  belongs  to  the  Crown.  But  how 
do  you  like  this,  Wov*'S?  Isn't  it  fine? 

JVotvj.     Wonder ! 

Trudge.     Fine  men,  eh  ' 

Wowf.     Ifs  !  all  white  like  you. 

drudge.  Yes,  all  the  fine  men  are  like  fne  :  As  dif- 
ferent from  your  people  as  pov/der  and  ink,  or  paper  and 
blacking. 

Wowf.     And  fine  lady — Face  like  fnow. 

Trudge.  V/hat !  the  fine  iadi,es  complexions  ?  Oh, 
ves,  exaclly  ;  for  too  much  heat  very  oiten  diiiolves  'em  ! 
Then  their  dreis  too. 

Wovjf.  Your  countrymen  drefs  To  ? 

Trudge.  Better,  better  a  great  deal.  Whv,  a  young 
flafhy  Enghllifflan  will  fometimes  carry  a  whole  fortune 
ca  his  back.  But  did  you  mind  the  women  ?  All  here 
and  there  ;  '  [polnt'mg  before  and  behind)  they  have  it  all 
from  us  in  England. — And  then  the  fine  things  they 
carry  on  their  iieads,  Wowfki. 

ll^ovjf.  Ifs.  One  Lady  carry  good  fifli,  fo  fine,  ihe 
call  every  body  to  look  at  her. 

Triidze, 
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Trudge.  Plliaw  !  an  old  woman,  bawling  flounder?. 
But  the  fine  girls  we  meet  here  on  the  quay— fo  round 
and  lb  plump. 

JVovjf.     You  not  love  me  now. 

Trudge.  Not  love  you  !  Zounds '  have  not  I  given 
you  proofs  ? 

lVow[.  Ifs.  Great  many:  But  now  you  get  here; 
you  forget  poor  Wowflii ! 

Trudge.     Not  I :    I'll  ftick  to  you  like  wax. 

Wo-vuf.     Ah  !  1  fear  \     What  make  you  love  me  now  \ 

Trudge.     Gratitude,  to  be  fure. 

Wowf.     What  that  ? 

Trudge.  Ha  !  this  it  is  now  to  live  without  educa- 
tion; the  poor  dull  devils  of  her  country  are  ail  in  the 
practice  of  gratitude  without  finding  out  what  It  mea^is  ; 
while  we  can  tell  the  meaning  of  it,  with  little  or  no  prac- 
tice at  all. — Lord,  Lord,  what  a  fine  advantage  Chrif- 
dan  learning  is  !  Hark'ec,  Wows  ! 

Wovuj'.      ifs. 

Trudge.  Now  v/e've  accomplifh'd  our  landing,  I'll 
accomplifh  yo'u.  '  You  remember  the  inftrudions  I  gave 
you  on  the  voyage  ? 

TVowf.     Ifs. 

Trudge.  Let's  fee  now — What  are  you  to  do,  when 
I  Introduce  you  to  the  Nobility,  Gentry,  and  others — 
of  my  acquaintance? 

IFowf.  Make  believe  fit  down ;  then  get  up. 

Trudge.  Let  me  fee  you  do  It.  \_^he  7nakes  a  low  curtefcy. 
Very  well !  And  how  are  you  to  recommend  yourfelf, 
when  you  have  nothing  to  fay,  amongft  all  our  great 
friends  ? 

Wowf.     Grin — fhew  my  teeth,        ' 

Trudge.  Right !  they'll  think  you've  liv'd  with  people 
of  faihion;  but  fuppofe  you  meet  an  old  ftiabby  friend  ii>^ 
misfortune,  that  you  don't  wifti  to  be  feen  to  fpeak  to 
— what  wou'd  you  do  ? 

Wotvf.     Look  blind — not  fee  him. 

Trudge.     Why  wou'd  you  do  that  \ 

Wowf.     'Caufe  I  can't  bear  fee  good  friend  in  difi:refs. 

Trudge.     That's  a  good  girl !    and  I  v/ifh  every  body 

cou'd  boaft  of  fo  kind  a  motive  for  fuch  curfed  cruel  be- 

E  2  haviour. 
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haviour. — Lord  '  how  fome  of  your  fiaftiy  bankers  clejjlcs 
have  cut  me  in  Threadneedle-flreet. — But  come,  tho* 
wehave  got  among  fine  folks  here  in  an  Englifh  fettlements, 
I  won't  be  aiham'd  of  my  old  acquaintance ;  yet,  for  my 
own  part,  I  fhou'd  not  be  forry,  now,  to  fee  my  old 
friend  with  a  new  face. — Odsbobs  !  I  fee  Mr.  Inkle  ; — 
Go  in  Wows  ; — call  for  what  you  like  beft. 

Wowf.     Then,  I  call  for  you;   ah  !  I  fear  I  not  fee- 
you  often  now.     But  you  come  foon — 

SONG. 

Rememher  when  we  tuaWd  alone^ 

And  heard fo  gruff  the  lion  grciul^ 
And  when  the  moon  fo  bright  it  Jhone, 

We  faw  the  tvolf  lock  i{p  andhoiuly 
lied  you  well^yafe  to  our  cell^ 
While  tremhli-ngly 
Tbu  /aid  to  me^ 
^^-And  kijs' dfo  fweet — dear  Wowfkl  tell^ 

How  coud  I  live  without  ye? 


II. 

But  nmv  you  come  acrofs  thefea^ 

And  tell  me  here  no  monjlers  roar  ; 
TouHl  walk  alone ^  and  leave  poor  me^ 

Wlun  zvclves  to  fright  you  hotul  no  more. 
But,  ah  f  think  well  on  our  old  cell, 
IVJjere  tremblingly 
Ton  kifs'dpoor  7ne^ 
Perhaps yoii' II Jay — dear  Wowfkl  tel!^ 

How  can  I  live  without  ye  ? 

[Exit.  Wou-fi'i. 

Trudge,     Eh !  oh  I  my  mafter's  talking  to  fomebody 
I  the  quay ;  who  have  we  here ! 


on 


Enter 
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Enter  Firft  Planter. 

Plant.  Harkee,  young  man  !  Is  that  young  Indian 
of  your's  going  to  our  market  ? 

Trudge.  Not  fhe — flie  never  went  to  market  in  ali 
her  life. 

Plant.  I  mean  is  £he  for  our  falc  of  flaves  ?  Our 
Black  Fair  r 

Trudge.  A  Black  Fair!  Ha!  ha!  ha!  You  hold 
it  on  a  brown  green,  I  fuppofe. 

Plant.     She's  your  Have,  I  take  it  ? 

Trudge.     Yes ;   and  I'm  her  humble  fervant,  I  talce  it. 

Plant.  Aye,  ay,  natural  enough  at  lea. — But  at  how 
much  do  you  value  her? 

Trudge.  Juft  as  much  as  flie  has  fav'd  me — My  own 
life. 

Plant.     Pfhaw  !  you  mean  to  fell  her  ? 

Trudge.  (Staring).  Zounds  !  what  a  devil  of  a  fel- 
low !     Sell  Wows  ! — my  poor,  dear,  dingy  wife  ! 

Plant.  Come,  come,  I've  heard  your  ifory  from  the 
fnip. — Don't  let's  haggle  ;  I'll  bid  as  fair  as  any  trader 
amongft  us  ;  But  no  tricks  upon  travellers,  young  man, 
to  raife  your  price. — Your  v/ife,  indeed  !  Whv,  fhe's 
no  Chriftian  ? 

Trudge.  No  ;  but  I  am ;  fo  I  fhall  do  as  I'd  be  done 
by,  Mailer  Black-Market ;  and  if  you  were  a  good  one 
yourfelf,  you'd  knov/,  that  fellovv^-feeling  for  a  poor  bodv, 
who  wants  your  help,  is  the  nobleft  mark  of  our  religion, 
—I  wou'dn't  be  articled  clerk  to  fuch  a  fellow  for  the 
world. 

Plant.  Hey-day  !  The  booby's  in  love  with  her  \ 
Why,  fure  friend,  you  wou'd  not  live  here  with  a  Black  ' 

Trudge.     Plague  on't  j  there  it  is.     I  fhall  be  lauo-h'd 

out  of  my  honefty   here But  you  may  be  jo^^ging 

friend  !  I  may  feel  a  little  queer,  perhaps,  at  lhe\vino- 
her  face— but  dam'me,  if  ever  I  do  any  thing  to  make 
me  afham'd  of  Ihewing  my  own. 

Plant.     Why,  I  tell  you,  her  very  complexion 

Trudge.  Rot  her  complexion.— I'll  tell  you  what 
Mr.  Fair  Trader :  li  your  head  and  heart  were  to  chanse 

places, 
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places,  I've  a  notion  you'd  be  as  black  in  tlie  face  as  an 
ink-bottle. 

Plant.  Pfhaw  !  The  fellow's  a  fool — a  rude  rafcal — 
he  ought  to  be  fent  back  to  the  favages  again.  He's  not 
fit  to  live  among  us  Chriftians.  [Exit.  Planter. 

*'  Trudge.  Chriftians !  ah !  tender  fouls  they  are  to  be 
fure." 


SONG. 

American  Tune. 

"  ChriJIians  are  fo  good^  they  fay ^ 
Tender  Jhuh  as  e'er  can  he  ! 


Let  them  credit  it  who  may  ; 
IVhat  ihefre  made  of  let  us  fee. 


II. 


*■'  Chriflian  drovers.,  charming  trade  ! 

Who  fo  careful  cattle  drive  ; 
And  the  tender  Chri/Iian  maid^ 
Sweetly  fkinnlng  eels  alive. 


III. 


^'  Tender  tonijh  dames^  who  take 

If  hip  in  hand^  and  drive  like  males'. 
Have  their  ponies  nick'' d — to  make 

The  pretty  creatures  cock  their  tads. 

IV. 

*'  Chri/Iian  hoys  will  Jhy  at  cocks^ 

Worry  dogSy  hunt  cats,  kill  files  y 
Cl:ri/iia?i  Lords  will  learn  to  box. 

And  give  their  nolle  friend  black  ryes.^* 

Oh  hers  be  is  at  laft, 

Ente* 
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Enter  Inkle  and  another  Planter. 

Inkle.  Nay,  Sir,  I  underftand  your  cuftoms  well  5 
your  Indian  markets  are  not  unknown  to  me. 

2d  Plant.  And,  as  you  feem  to  underftand  bufinefs, 
I  need  not  tell  you  that  difpatch  is  the  ioul  of  it.  Her 
name  you  fay  is 

Inkle,  \arico;  But  urge  this  no  more  I  beg  you. 
I  muft  not  liften  toit.  For  to  fpeak  freely,  her  anxious 
care  of  me,  demiands,  that  here,— though  here  it  may 
feem  ftran^e, — I  fhould  avow  mv  love  for  her. 

Plant.  Lord  help  you,  for  a  merchant ! — "  V/hat  a 
"  pretty  figure  you  would  cut  upon  Change" — It's  the 
firit  time  I  ever  heard  a  trader  talk  of  love  ;  except  in- 
deed the  love  of  trade,  and  the  love  of  the  Sweet  Molly^ 
my  fliip. 

lukle.     Then,  Sir,  you  cannot  feel  my  fituation. 

Plant.  Oh  yes,  I  can  !  We  have  a  hundred  fuch 
cafes  juft  after  a  voyage ;  but  they  never  lafl:  long  on  land. 
It's  amazing  how  conftant  a  young  man  is  in  a  fhip ! 
But  in  tv/o  words.  Will  you  dilpofe  of  her,  or  no  ? 

Inkle.  In  two  words  then,  meet  me  here  at  noon  and 
we'll  fpeak  further  on  this  fubjedi: :  and  left  you  think 
I  trifle  with  your  bufmefs,  hear  why  I  wifh  this  paufe. 
Chance  threw  me  on  my  paiTage  to  your  ifland,  among 
a  favage  people,  deferted, — defencelefs, — cut  ofF  from 
my  companions, — my  life  at  ftake  \ — to  this  young  crea- 
ture I  owe  my  prefervation  ; — fhe  found  me  like  a  dying 
bough  torn  from  its  kindred  branches,  which  as  it  droop'd, 
ihe  moiften'd  with  her  tears. 

Plant.     Nay,  nay,  talk  like  a  man  of  this  world. 

Inkle.  Your  patience. — And  yet  your  interruption 
goes  to  my  prefent  feelings ;  for  on  our  fail  to  this  your 
ifland — the  thoughts  of  time  mifpent — doubt — fears — 
or  call  it  what  you  will — have  much  perplex'd  me; 
and  as  your  fpires  arofe,  reflections  ftill  rofe  with  them  ; 
for  here,  Sir,  lie  my  interefts,  great  conne6lions,  and  other 
weighty  matters,  which  now  I  need  not  mention. — 

Plant.     But  which  her  prefence  here  will  mar? 

Inkle. 
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Jnklc.     Even  ib — And  vet  the  gratitude  I  owe  her! 

Plant.  Plhaw  !  So  becaufe  fhe  preferv'd  your  life^- 
your  gratitude  is  to  make  you  give  up  all  you  have  to 
live  upon. 

hikle.  Why  in  that  light  indeed— This  never  {Iruck 
me  yet.     I'll  think  on't. 

Plant.  Aye,  aye,  do  fo — Why  Wazt  return  can  the 
wench  wifh  more  than  taking  her  from  a  vi^ild,  idle,  fa- 
vage  people,  and  providing  for  her  here  with  reputable 
hard  work,  in  a  genteel,  polifh'd,  tender,  chriftian 
country? 

Likle.     Well,  Sir,  at  noon. 

Plant.  I'll  meet  you — hut  remember  young  gentle- 
man, you  muft  get  her  ofF  your  hands — you  muft  in- 
indeed. — I  {hall  have  her  a  bargain,  I  fee  that — your 
fervant ! — Zounds  hov/  late  it  is — but  never  be  put  out 
of  your  way  for  a  v/oman — I  muft  run — my  wife  will 
play  the  devil  with  me  for  keeping  breakfaft.  [Exit, 

Inkle.     Trudge. 
(     Trudge.      Sir. 

Inkle.     Have  you  provided  a  proper  apartment  ? 

'Trudge.  Yes,  Sir,  at  the  Crown  here  ;  a  neat 
fpruce  room,  they  tell  me.  You  have  not  feen  fuch  a 
convenient  lodging  this  good  while,  I  believe. 

Inkle.     Are  there  no  better  inns  in  the  town  ? 

Trudge.     Uni ! Why  there's  the  Lion,    and   the 

Dragon,  and  the  Bear,  and  the  Boar — but  we  faw  them 
at  the  door  of  all  our  late  lodgings,  and  found  but  bad 
accommodations  within,  Sir. 

Inkle.  Well,  run  to  the  end  of  the  quay  and  con- 
dudf  Yarico  hither,  the  road  is  ftrait  before  you.  You 
can't  mifs  it. 

Trudge.  Very  well,  Sir.  What  a  fine  thing  it  is  to 
turn  one's  back  on  a  maftcr,  without  running  into  a 
wolf 's  belly  !  One  can  foUov/ one's  nofe  on  a  meflage 
here,  and  be  fure  it  v/on't  be  bit  off  by  the  way.     [Exit. 

Inkle.  Let  me  reflect  a  Httle.  "  This  honeft  planter  coun- 
*•'  cils  well."  Part  v/ith  her.—"  What  is  there  in  it  which 
"  cannot  eafilv  be  juitified  ?"  Juftihed  !— "  Pfhaw"— 
Aly  intercft,  honour,  engagements  to  Narcifla,  all  de- 
mand it.  My  father's  precepts  too^  1  can  remember 
3  when 
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m'^hen  I  was  a  boy  what  pains  he  took  to  mould  me  !~- 
School'd  me  from  morn  to  nighty  and  Hill  the  burthen  of 
his  fong  was — Prudence  !  Prudence^  Thomas,  and  you'll 
rife.— -Early  he  taught  me  numbers  ;  which  he  faid,  and 
he  faid  rightly,  wou'd  give  me  a  quick  view  of  lofs  and 
profit,  "  and  baniih  from  my  mind  thofe  idle  impulfes  of 
*'  paffion,  which  mark  young  thoUghtlefs  fpendthrifts  ;" 
his  maxims  rooted-  in  m.y  heart,  and  as  I  grew — they 
grew ;  till  I  was  reckon'dj  among  our  friends,  a  fteady^ 
fober,  folidi  good  young  man;  and  all  the  neighbours 
call'd  me  the  prudent  Mr;  Thomas,  And  fhall  1  now  at 
once  kick  down  the  charadler,  which  I  have  rais'd  fo 
warily?— Part  with  her!  "fell  her!"  the  thought  once 
ftruck  me  in  our  cabin,  as  fhe  lay  fleeping  by  me  j  but  in 
her  {lumbers  fhe  paft  her  arm  round  me,  murmur'd  a 
bleiling  on  myname^  and  broke  my  meditations. 

Enter  Yarico  and  Trudge^ 

7ar',     My  Love  I 

Trudge.  I  have  been  fhewlng  her  all  the  Wigs  and 
fjales  of  goods  we  met  on  the  quay,  Sir. 

Tar:     Oh !  I  have  feafted  my  eyes  on  wonders. 

Trudge.  And  I'll  go  feaft  on  a  ilice  of  beef,  in  the  inn 
here.  \_Exit. 

Ian  My  mind  has  been  fo  bufy,  that  I  almoft  for- 
got even  you ;  I  wifli  you  had  ftaid  with  me— You  wou'd 
have  feen  fuch  fights  ! 

Inklei     Thofe  fights  are  grown  familiar  to  me,  Yarico. 

2ar.  And  yet  I  wilh  they  were  not— You  might 
partake  my  pleafures  ;  but  now  again,  methinks,  I  will 
not  wifh  fo— for  with  too  much  gazing,  you  might  ne- 
glect poor  Taricoi 

Inkle.     Nay,  nay,  my  care  is  ft  ill  for  you. 

Tar.  I'm  fure  it  is :  and  if  I  thought  it  was  not, 
I'd  tell  you  tales  about  our  poor  old  grot — Bid  you  re- 
member our  Palm-tree  near  the  brook,  where  in  the  fhade 
you  often  ftretch'd  yourfelf,  while  I  wou'd  C^k-  your  head 

F  upoiJ 
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upon  my  lap,  and  fing  my  love  to-fleep.     I  know  you*lJ 

iove  me  then. 


SONG. 

Our  grotto  was  the  fweeteji  place  !  • 

^he  bending  bows^  with  fragrance  hlotvingy 

WoiC d.  check  the  brook's  hyipetuoiis  pace^ 
IP'hich  murmur' d  to  bejioptfromfiovjing, 

^Twas  there  ive  met^  andgaz'd  our  fill -y 

Ah  I  think  on  this^  and  love  me  Jiill. 

II. 

'Twas  then  my  hofomfirji  knew  fear ^ 

Fear  to  an  Indian  maid  a  fir  anger ; 
The  vjarfong^  arrow Sy  hatchet^  fpear^ 

All  zvarn^d  me  of  my  lover's  datiger. 
For  him  did  cares  my  bofomfill'. 
Ah  !  think  on  thisj  and  love  mefiilL 

III. 

"  For  him  by  day  with  care  concealed, 

*'  To  bring  him  food  I  climb' d  the  mountairi'f 

"'  And  when  the  night  no  form  reveal' d^ 
*'  Jocund  we  fought  the  bubbling  fountain, 

"  Then,  then  wou'djoy  my  bofomfill^ 

**  Ah  I  think  on  thisy  and  love  meJiilV*  [Exeunt, 


S  C  E  N  E,  ^«  apartment  in  the  houfe  of  Sir  Chriftopher 
Curry, 

Enter  Sir  Chriftopher  and  Medium. 

Sir  Chr,     I  tell  you,  old  Medium,  you  are  all  wrong. 
Plague  on  your  doubts !  Inkle  fliall  have  my  Narcifla. 

Pwr 
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Poor  fellow '  I  dare  fay  he*s  finely  chagrin'd  at  this  tem- 
porary parting — Eat  up  with  blue  devils,  I  warrant, 

Med.  Eat  up  by  the  black  devils,  I  warrant,  for  I  left 
him  in  helliih  hungry  company. 

Sir  Chr.  Pfliaw !  he'll  arrive  with  the  next  veffel  depend 
on't — befides,  have  not  I  had  this  view  ever  fince  they 
were  children  ?  I  muft  and  will  have  it  fo,  I  tell  you.  Is 
not  it,  as  it  were,  a  marriage  made  above  ?  They yZsa// meet, 
I'm  pofitive. 

Afed.  Shall  they?  Then  they  muft  meet  where  the 
marriage  was  made,  for  hang  me,  if  I  think  it  will  ever 
happen  below. 

Sir  Chr.  Ha! — and  if  that  is  the  cafe-—"  hang 
*'  ME,"  if  I  think  you'll  ever  be  at  the  celebration  of 
it.  . 

Med.  Yel,  let  me  tell  you,  Sir  Chrlftopher  Curry— « 
My  character  is  as  unfullied  as  a  fheet  of  white  paper. 

Sir  Chr.  Well  faid,  old  fool's-cap,  and  it's  as  mere  a 
blank — like  a  flieet  of  white  paper.  "  It  bears  the  traces 
"  of  neither  a  bad  or  a  good  hand  upon  it !  Zounds,  I  had 
**  rather  be  a  walking  libel  on  honefty,  than  fit  diown  a 
"  blankin  the  library  of  the  world. 

*'  Med.  Well,  it  is  not  for  me  to  boaft  of  virtues ! 
**  That's  a  vice  I  never  give  into. 

"  Sir  Chr.     Your  virtues,  zounds,  what  are  they  ? 

"  Jkfed.  I  am  not  addicted  to  paflion — that  at  leafl, 
«  Sir  Chriftopher— " 

Sir  Chr.  "  Is  like  all  your  other  virtues" — A  mere 
negative  charadler.  You  are  honeft,  old  Medium,  by 
comparifon,  juft  as  a  fellow  fentenc'd  to  tranfportation  is 
happier  than  his  companion  condemn'd  to  the  gallows — 
Very  worthy,  becaufe  you  are  no  rogue,  "  a  good  friend, 
becaufe  you  never  bear  malice."  Tender  hearted,  be- 
caufe you  never  go  to  fires  and  executions  ;  and  an  af- 
fectionate father  and  hufband,  becaufe  you  never  pinch 
your  children,  or  kick  your  wife  out  of  bed. 

Med.  And  that,  as  the  world  goes,  is  more  than  every 
man  can  fay  for  himfelf.  Yet,  fince  you  force  me  to 
fpeak,  my  pofitive  qualities — but,  no  matter,  vou  re- 
member me  in  London  ;  "  and  know,  there  was  fcarcely 
"  a  laudable  inllitution  in  town  without  my  name  in  the 

F  2  «  lift. 


44-      INKLE     AND     YARICO: 

^  lift.  Hav'n't  I  given  more  tickets  to  recommend  the 
*'  lopping  off  legs  than, any  Governor  of  our  Hofpital? 
"  and"  didn't  1,  as  Member  of  the  Humane  Society, 
bring  a  man  out  of  the  New  River,  who,  it  was  after- 
wards found,  had  done  me  an  injury  ? 

Sir  Chr,  And,  dam 'me,  if  I  wou'd  not  kick  any  man 
into  die  New  River  that  had  done  mean  injury.  There's 
the  difrerence  of  our  honefty.  Oons  !  if  you  want  to  be 
an  honeft  fellow,  acl  from  the  impulfe  of  nature.  Why, 
you  have  no  more  gall  thar>  a  pigeon, 

"  Aled..  That,^  1  think,  is  pretty  evident  in  my  prif 
*'  vate  life. — -Patience,  patience  you  muft  own,  Sir 
*'  Chriftopher,  is  a  virtue.  And  I  have  fat  and  heard  my 
^'  beft  frierids  abus'dj  v/ith  as-  much  quiet  patience  as  any 
^'  Chriflian  in  Chriitendom. 

"  Sir  Ckr.  And  I'd  quarrel  with  any  man,  that 
*'  abus'd  my  friend  in  my  company.  Offending  my 
^'  ears  is  as  bad  as  boxing  them ;  nay,  boxing  them  is 
*'  the  only  palliation  for  the  offence  :  for  whenever  a 
"  man  fcandalizes  my  acquaintance,  I  always  wifli  hinx 
♦'  to^clap  his  hand  on  my  organs  of  hearing." 

Med,  "  Ha!"  You're  always  fo  hafty ;  amongft  the 
hodge-podge  qf  your  foibles,  paflion  is  always  predomi- 
pantf 

Sir  Chr.  So  much  the  better. — "  A  natural  man 
?*  unfeafon'd  with  paffion  is  as  uncommon  as  a  difh  of 
*'  hogde-podge  without  pepper,  and  devilifh  infipid  too, 
*'  old  Medium."-— Foibles,  quotha  ?  foibles  are  foils 
that  give  additional  luftre  to  the  gems  of  virtue  j  you 
have  not  fo  many  foils  as  I,  perhaps. 

Med,  And,  what's  more,  I  don't  want  'em,  Sir 
Chriftopher,  I  thank  you. 

Sir  Chr.  Very  true  j  for  the  devil  a  gem  have  you 
to  fet  off  with  'em. 

Med.  Well,  well ;  I  never  mention  errors  ;  that,  I 
flatter  myfelf,  is  no  difagreeable  quality. — It  don't  be- 
come me  to  fay  you  are  hot. 

Sir  Chr.  'Sblood  !  but  it  does  become  you  :  it  be- 
comes every  man,  efpecially  an  Englifhman,  to  fpeak 
^e  didates  of  his  heart, 

?j  S  Q  N  Q, 
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SONG. 

^  O  give  me  your  plain  dealing  Felhivs^ 

'•^  Who  never  from  honeJJy  jhrink  \ 
^'  Not  thinking  on  all  they  fhou'd  tell  us^ 

"  But  telling  us  all  that  they  think. 

11. 

^*  Truth  from  man  flows  like  wine  from  a  bottle^ 

"  His  free  fpoken  heart's  a  full  cup  ; 
?^  But  when  truth  Jlicks  half  way  in  the  throttle^ 

"  Man^s  worfe  than  a  bottle  cork'd  up. 

III. 

*'  Complaifance^  is  a  Gingerbread  creature^ 
"  Us'd  for  Jhew^  like  a  watch  by  each  fparki 

"  But  truth  is  a  golden  repeat e?^ 

'■'  That  fets  a  man  right  in  the  dark.'* 

"  Med.  But  fuppofe  his  heart  di(5lates  to  any  one  to 
'*  knock  up  your  friend.  Sir  Chriftopher? 

"  Sir  Chr.  Eh  ! — why — then  it  becomes  me  to 
"  knock  him  down. 

*'  Med.  Mercy  on  us  !  If  that  was  the  confequence 
^*  of  fcandal  in  England  now-a-days,  all  our  fine  gentle- 
^'  men  wou'd  cut  each  others  throats  over  a  bottle ;  and 
^'  and  if  it  extended  to  the  card  tables,  our  routs  wou'd 
f'  be  fuller  of  black  eyes,  than  black  aces." 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  An  Englifh  veflel,  Sir,  is  juft  arriv'd  in  the 
harbour. 

Sir  Chr.  A  veflel !  Odd's  my  life— Now  for  the 
news — If  it  is  but  as  I  hope — Any  difpatches  ? 

Serv.  This  letter.  Sir,  brought  by  a  failor  from  the 
guay,  [Exit. 

^'  Sir 
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"  Sir  Chr.  Now  for  it !  If  Inkle  is  but  amongft 
"  'em — Zounds  !  I'm  ail  in  a  flutter  ;  my  hand  iTiakes 
*'  like  an  afpin  leaf;  and  you,  you  old  fool,  are  as  ftifF 
*'  and  Heady  as  an  oak.     Why  ar'n't  you  all  tiptoe — 

"  all  nerves  r 

"  Med.     Well,  read,  Sir  Chriflopher. " 
Sir  Chr.  (Opening  the  letter.)     Huzza!  here  it  is. 
He's  fafe— fafe  and  found  at  Barbadoes. 

Sir^ 

My  father.)  Mr,  Inkle,  is  j'ujf  arrived  in  your  harbour, 

Herp,  read,  read  old  Medium. 

Med.  [Reading.)  Urn'' — Tour  harbour', — tue  were 
taken  up  by  an  Englijh  vejfel  on  the  l^th  ulto.  He  only 
waits  till  I  have  puff' d  his  hair  to  pay  his  refpeSfs  to  you, 
and  Mifs  Narci_ffa  ;  In  the  mean  time  he  has  order  d  me 
to  hrujl)  up  this  letter  for  your  honour,  from 

Tour  humble  Servant  to  command, 

Timothy  Trudge, 

Sir  Chr.  Hey  day !  Here's  a  ftile  !  the  voyage  has 
iumbled  the  fellow's  brains  out  of  their  places  ;  the  wa- 
ter has  made  his  head  turn  round  ;  but  no  matter  ;  mine 
turns  round  too.  I'll  go  and  prepare  NarcilTa  dire6tly; 
they  flaall  be  married  flap-dafh  as  foon  as  he  comes  from 
the  quay.  From  Neptune  to  Hymen,  from  the  hammock 
to  the  bridal  bed.     Ha  !   old  boy! 

Med.  Well,  well ;  don't  flurry  yourfelf — you're  fo 
hot! 

Sir  Chr.  Hot '  blood,  an^t  I  in  the  Weft  Indies  ! 
An't  I  Governor  of  Barbadoes?  He  fhall  have  her  as 
foon  as  he  fets  his  foot  on  fhore.  "  But,  plague  on't, 
*'  he's  fo  flow.— She  Ihall  rife  to  him  Like  Venus 
"  out  of  the  fea."  His  hair  pufl:''d  !  He  ought  to  have 
been  pulling  here  out  of  breath  by  this  time. 

Med.  Very  true;  but  Venus's  hufband  is  always 
fuppofed  to  be  lame,  you  know,  Sir  Chriflopher. 

Sir 
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S?V  Chr.     Well,  now  do,  my  good  fellow,  run  dowii 
to  the  ihore,  and  fee  what  detains  him.    [Hu)'?ying  hi?n o^, 
Med.     Well,  well;  I  will,  I  will.  [Exri^ 

Sir  Chr.  In  the  mean  time,  I'll  get  ready  NarciiFa, 
and  all  fhall  be  concluded  in  a  fecond.  My  heart's  fee 
upon  it.  —  Poor  fellow !  after  all  his  rumbles,  and 
tumbles,  and  jumbles,  and  fits  of  defpair,  I  fhail  be  re- 
joic'd  to  fee  him  :  I  have  not  feen  him  nnce  be  was 
that  high.     But,  zounds  !   he's  fo  tardy  1 

Enter   Servant. 

Serv.  A  ftrange  Gentleman,  Sir,  come  from  the 
quay,  defires  to  fee  you. 

Sir  Chr.  From  the  quay  ?  Od's  my  life  1— 'Tis 
he — 'Tis  Inkle  •  Shew  him  up,  diredtly.  [Exit  Servant,) 
The  rogue  is  expeditious  after  ail. — I'm  lb  happy! 

Enter  Campley, 

My  dear  Fellow  !  [Embracing  hi7n—foakes  hands.l  I'm 
rejoic'd  to  fee  you.  Welcome,  welcome  here,  witli  all 
my  foul. 

Camp.  This  reception.  Sir  Chriftopher,  is  beyond 
my  warmeft  wilhes.    Unknown  to  you 

Sir  Chr.  Aye,  aye ;  we  fhall  be  better  acquainted 
by  and  by.  Well,  and  how,  eh  !  Tell  me — But  old 
Medium  and  I  have  talk'd  over  your  affair  a  hundred 
times  a  day,  ever  fmce  Narcilfa  arriv'd. 

Camp.  You  furprize  me  !  Are  you  then  really  ac- 
quainted with  the  whole  affair  ? 

Sir  Chr.     Every  tittle. 

Camp.     And,  can  you,  Sir,  pardon  what  is  paft? — 

Sir  Chr.     Pooh  !   how  cou'd  you  help  it  ? 

Camp.     Very  true — faihng  in  the  fame  ihip — and — - 

Sir  Chr.  Aye,  aye;  but  we  have  had  a  hundred  coxv 
"  jedlures  about  you.  Your  defpair  and  diftrefs,  and  all 
"  that — Your's  muft  have  been  a  damn'd  fituation,  to 
*'  fay  the  truth. 

Camp.  *'  Cruel,  indeed,  Sir  Chrlflopher !  and  1 
*'  Matter  myfelf  will  move  your  compalTion.     I  have 

«  been 
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*'  been  almoft  inclin'd  to  defpzir  indeed,  as  you  fav^ 
"  and" — when  you  confider  the  paft  ftate  of  my  mind--- 
the  black  profpedt  before  me. 

Sir  Chr.     Ha !   ha  !     Black  enough,  I  dare  fay. 

Camp.  The  diiHculty  1  have  felt  in  bringing  nlyfelf 
face  to  face  to  you. 

Sir  Chri  That  I  am  convinc'd  of-— but  I  knew  you 
wou'd  come  the  firft  opportunity. 

Camp.  Very  true ;  yet  the  diftance  between  the  Go- 
vernor of  Barbadoes  and  myfelf.     [Bowing i'} 

Sir  Chr.     Yes a  devihfh  way  afunder. 

Ca?np.  Granted,  Sir  :  which  has  diftrefs'd  me  witfi 
the  crueleft  doubts  as  to  our  meeting. 

Sir  Chr.     '  Twas  a  tofs  up. 

Camp.  The  old  Gentleman  feems  devilifh  kind.-- — 
Now  to  foften  him.  \_Jfide.'\  Perhaps,  Sir,  in  your 
younger  days,  you  may  have  been  in  the  fame  fitua- 
tion  yourfelf. 

Sir  Chr.     Who  ?   I  !  'fblood  !   no,  never  in  my  life. 

Camp.  I  wiili  you  had,  with  all  my  foul,  Sir  Chris- 
topher. 

Sir  Chr.  Upon  my  foul,  Sir,  I'am  very  much  obliged 
to  you.    [Botving.) 

Camp.  As  what  I  now  mention  might  have  greater 
weight  with  you. 

Sir  Chr.  Pooh!  prithee!  I  tell  you  I  pitied  you 
from  the  bottom  of  my  heart. 

Camp.  Indeed  !  "  Had  you  but  been  kind  enough 
"'  to  have  fent  to  me,  how  happy  fhou'd  I  have  been 
"  in  attending  your  commands  ! 

"  Sir  Chr.  1  believe  you  wou'd,  egad-— ha!  ha! 
"  fent  to  you  I  Very  well !  ha !  ha !  ha  I  A  dry 
"  rogue  I  You'd  have  been  ready  enough  to  come  my 
"  boy,  I  dare  fay.      (Laughing.) 

Camp,  "  But  now,  Sir ;"  if,  with  your  leave,  I  may 
ftill  venture  to  mention  Mifs  Narcifla 

Sir  Chr.  An  impatient,  fenfible  young  dog !  like 
me  to  a  hair  !  Set  your  heart  at  reft,  my  boy.  She's 
your's  ;    your's  before  to-morrow  morning. 

Camp.     Amazement  I  I  can  fcarce  believe  my  fenfes. 
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S:r  Chr.  Zounds  !  you  ought  to  be  out  of  your 
fenfes  ;  but  di [patch — make  fnort  work  of  it  ev^er  while 
you  live,  my  boy.  "  I'm  Governor,  you  know,  and  un- 
*'  derltand  thefe  things.  It  is  not  for  one  like  me  to 
"  itand  ihilly-'.nally,  biting  my  thumbs  ;  no^  no  j  we 
"  always  proceed  to  execution  diredlly,  without  a  rao- 
"  menc's  lois  in  deliberation.— lia  !    nere  fae  is"— 

Enter  NarcifTa  and  Patty. 

Here,  girl :  here's  your  fwain.  [To  Nar. 

Camiy.  I  j  uli:  parted  with  my  NarciiTa,  on  the  quay, 
Sir. 

Sir  Chr.  Did  you  !  Ah,  fly  dog---had  a  meeting 
before  you  came  to  the  old  Gentleman, — But  here— . 
Take  him,  and  make  much  of  him— and,  for  rear  of  fur- 
ther feparations,  you  fhall  e'en  be  tack'd  together  di- 
recily.     What  fay  you,  girl? 

Camp.     Will  my  NarcifTa  confent  to  my  happinefs  ? 

Nar.  I  always  obey  my  father's  commands,  with, 
pleafure.  Sir.  [*■'  Jfide  toVvLtiy.']  Steal  out,  Patty,  as 
*'  foon  as  you  can,  and  prevent  Mr.  Inkle's  appear- 
"  ance.  My  father  has  miftaken  Campley,  I  am  con- 
"  fident. 

*'  Patty.  It  is  not  for  his  daughter,  Ma'am,  to  tell 
"  him  of  his  miftakes,  you  know." 

Sir  Chr.  Od  !  I'lii  fo  happy,  I  hardly  know  which 
way  to  turn  ;  but  we'll  have  the  carriage  directly  ;  drive 
down  to  the  quay  ;  trundle  old  Spintext  into  church,  and 
hey  for  matrimony! 

Camp.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir  Chriftopher,  the  fooner 
the  better. 


Sir  Christopher,  Campley, NarcissAj  Patty. 

Sir.  Chr.  Tour  Colinettes  and  Jrriettes^ 
Your  Damons  of  the  grove^ 
Who^  like  Fallals  and  Pajlorals^ 
IVaJle  years  in  love  ! 

G  But 


50        INKLE     AND    Y  A  R  I  C  O: 

But  modern  folks  know  better  jokeSy 

And  courting  once  begun^ 
To  church  they  hop  at  once — and -pop — 
Egad  all's  done. 

All.  In  life  we  prance  a  country  dance ^ 

Where  every  couple  Jiands\ 
Their  partners  fet — awhilecurvett — - 
But  foon  join  hands. 

Nar.  When  at  our  feet^fo  triyn  and  neat. 

The  powder' d  lover fueSy 
He  VDZVS  he  dies,  the  fadyfighs. 

But  can't  refjfe. 
Ah  !  how  can  J})e  unmov'd  e'-er  fee 

Her  fwain  his  death  incur? 
If  once  the  Squire  is  feen  expire. 
He  lives  with  her. 

All.  In  life,  ^c.  &c. 

Patty.        When  John  and  Bet  are  fairly  mef, 
fohn  boldly  tries  his  luck  ; 
Hefieals  a  bifs,  without  more  f up. 

Tide  bargain's Jlriick. 
Whilfl  thhigs  below  are  going  fo. 

Is  Betty  pray  to  blame  P 
Who  knozus  lip  flairs,  her  mi/lrefs  fares 
Jufi,  jifi  the  fame. 

All.  In  life  we  prance,  ifjc.  &c,  [Exeunt, 


End  of  the   SECOND   ACT. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE     I.       The  ^.ay. 

Enter  Patty. 

ERCY  on  us'  what  a  walk  I  have  had  of  It! 
"Well,  matters  go  on  fwimmingly  at  the  governor's--The 
old  gentleman  has  order'd  the  carriage,  and  the  ynung 
couple  will  be  whi Ik'd  here  to  the  church  in  a  quarter  of 
an  xhour.  My  bufmefs  is  to  prevent  young  foberiides. 
Young  Inlde,  frorn  appearing  to  interrupt  the  ceremonies 
• — Ha !  here's  the  Crown,  where  I  hear  he  is  hous'd. 
So  now  to  find  Trudge,  and  trump  up  a  ftory  in  the  true 
ftile  of  a  chambermaid.  {^Goes  Into  the  iHoufe.)  {^Patty 
within. )  I  tell  you  it  don't  fignify,  and  I  will  come  up. 
{Trudge  withi/2. )  But  it  does  ilgvAfyy  and  you  can't  come 
up. 

Re-enter  Patty,  vjith  Trudge. 

Patty.     You  had  better  fay  at  once,  I  Ihan't. 

Trudge.     Well  then  you  flian't. 

Patty.  Savage  !  Pretty  behaviour  you  have  pick'd  up 
amongil  the  Hottypots;  your  London  civility,  like  Lon- 
don ittelt,  v/ill  foon  be  loft  in  fmoke,  Mr.  Trudge,  and 
jhe  politenefs  you  have  ftudied  fo  long  in  Threadneedle- 
ftrcet,  blotted  out  by  the  blacks  you  have  been  living 
with. 

Trudge.  Nofuch  thing;  I  pradlis'd  my  politenefs  all 
the  while  I  was  in  the  woods.  Our  very  lodging  tautjht 
me  good  manners  j  for  I  could  never  bring  myfeif  to  go 
iiito  it  v^ithout  bovi'ing. 

,       G  2  Patty i 
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Patty.  Don't  tell  me  !  A  mighty  civil  reception  you 
give  a  body  truly  after  a  fix  weeks  parting! 

"Irudge.  Gad,  you're  right ;  I  am  a  little  cut  here,  to 
be  fure.     [KiJJes  her.)     Weil,  how  do  you  do? 

Patty.     Fihaw,  Fellow!   I  want  none  of  your  kifTes. 

Triti'ge.  Oh!  very  v/ell— -I'll  take  it  again.  [Offers 
to  kifs  her). 

Patty.  Be  quiet.  I  want  to  fee  Mr.  Inkle,  I  have 
a  mellage  to  iiim  iTom  Mils  NarciiFa.  I  ihall  get  a  fight 
of  him  now  I  believe. 

Trudge.      May  be  not.     Fle's  a  little  bufy  at  prefent. 

Patty.  Bufy,  ha  !  Plodding  !  What  he's  at  his  mul- 
tiplication again? 

Trudge.  Very  likely ;  fo  it  would  be  a  pity  to  interrupt 
•him,  you  knov/. 

Patty.  Certfiinly  ;  and  the  whole  of  my  bufmefs  was 
to  prevent  his  hurrying  himfelf— Tell  him,  we  llian't  be 
ready  to  receive  hira  at  ihe  Governor's  till  to-morrow, 
d'ye  hear  ? 

Trudge.      No  ? 

Patty.  No  !  Things  are  not  prepared.  The  place 
isn't  in  order;  and  the  fervants  have  not  had  proper  no- 
tice of  the  arrival. 

Trudge.  On!  let  me  alone  to  give  the  fervants  notice 
--Rat- -Tat—Tat — It's  all  the  notice  we  had  in  Thread- 
needle  ftreet  of  the  arrival  of  a  viiltor. 

Patty.  Threadneedle  fcreet !  Threadneedle  nonfenfe! 
I'd  have  you  to  know  we  do  every  thing  with  an  air. 
Matters  have  taken  another  turn — Stile  I  Stile,  Sir,  is 
required  here  I  promife  you. 

Trudge.  Turn— Stile  !  And  pray  v/hat  uiie  vrill  ferve 
your  turn  nov/,  Madam  Patty? 

Patty.  A  due  dignity  and  decorum.,  to  be  fure;  Sir 
Chriftopher  intends  Mr.  Inkle,  you  know,  for  his  fon- 
in-hw,  and  mull  receive  him  in  public  form,  (which  can't 
be  till  to-morrow  morning )  for  the  honor  of  iiis  govern-* 
orlliip  :    why,  the  whole  iiland  will  ring  of  it. 

Trudge^     The  devil  it  will  I 

Patt\!.  Yes';  they've  talk'd  of  nothing  but  my  rnif- 
trcfe's  beauty  and  fortune  for  thcfe  fix  weeks.  Then  he'll 
be  iritroduc'd  to  the  bride,  you  know. 

Trudge, 
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Trudge.     O,  my  poor  m after  ! 

Patty.  Then  a  public  breakfafl: ;  then  a  proceffiOn  ; 
then— if  nothing  happens  to  prevent  it,  he'll  get  into 
church,  and  be  married  in  a  crack. 

Trudge.  Then  he'll  get  into  a  damn'd  fcrape  in  a 
crack. 

Patty.  Hey-day  !  a  fcrape  !  The  ho?y  {late  of  ma- 
trimony— How  ! 

Trudge.  Yes  ;  it's  plaguy  holy  ;  and  many  of  its  vo  - 
taries,  as  in  other  holy  ftates,  live  m  repentance  and  mor- 
tification. Ah  !  poor  Madam  Yarico  '  My  poor  pii- 
garlick  of  a  mailer,  what  will  become  of  him  ? 

Patty.     Whv,  what's  the  matter  with  the  booby  ? 

Trudge.  Nothing,  nothing— he'll  be  h-ng'd  for 
poli-bigamy, 

Patty.     Polly  who  ? 

Trudge.     It  muft  out,  Patty. 

Patty.     Well. 

Trudge.     Can  you  keep  a  fecret  ? 

Patty.     Try  me  ! 

Trudge.     [fVhifpering'}    My  mafter  keeps  a  girl. 

Patty.     Oh  monftrous  !     another  woman  ? 

T'^ueige.     As  fure  as  one  and  one  make  two. 

Patty.  [J/uk.^  Rare  news  for  my  miftrefs  !— Why 
I  can  hardly  believe  it :  the  grave,  fiy,  fteady,  fober  Mr. 
Inkle,  do  fuch  a  thing! 

Trudge.  Pooh  !  it's  always  your  fly,  fober  fellows, 
tliat  go  the  moft  after  the  girls. 

Patty.     Well;   I  fhould  fooner  furpe61:_y<jM. 

Trudge.  Me?  Oh  Lord  !  he  !  he  !— Do  you  think 
any  fmart,  tight,  little  black  eyed  wench  wou'd  be  flruck 
with  my  figure  ?      [Conceited/y.'] 

Patty.  Pihaw  !  never  mind  your  figure.  Tell  me 
how  it  happen'd  ? 

Trudge.  You  mall  hear :  when  the  {hip  left  us  afhore, 
my  maiter  turn'd  as  pale  as  a  iheet  of  paper.  It  isn't 
every  body  that's  blefl  with  courage,  Patty. 

Patty.     True  ! 

Trudge.  Plowever,  I  bid  him  cheer  up  ;  told  him, 
to  {lick  to  my  elbow  :  took  the  lead,  and  began  our 
inarch. 

Patty, 
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Patty.     Well  ? 

Trudge.  We  hadn't  gone  far,  when  a  damn'd  one- 
eyed  blactyboar,  that  grinn'd  like  a  devil,  came  down 
the  hill  in  jog  trot  !  My — mailer  melted  as  faft  as  a 
pot  Of  pomatum  ! 

Patty.     Mercy  on  us  ! 

Trudge.  But  what  does  I  do,  but  whips  out  my  defk 
knife,  that  I  us'd  to  cut  the  quills  with  at  home  ;  met 
the  monfler,  and  flit  up  his  throat  like  a  pen.  The 
boar  bled  like  a  pig. 

Patty.  Lord  !  Trudge,  what  a  great  traveller  you 
are  ! 

Trudge.  Yes  j  I  remember  we  fed  on  the  flitch  for 
a  week. 

Patty.     Well,  well ;   but  the  Lady. 

Trudge.  The  Lady !  O,  true.  By  and  by  we 
came  to  a  cave — a  large  hollov/  room,  under  ground, 
like  a  warehoufe  in  the  Adelphi.  Well  j  there  we  were 
halt  an  hour,  before  I  could  get  him  to  go  in;  there's 
no  accounting  for  fear,  you  know.  At  lait,  in  we  went 
to  a  place  hung  round  v/ith  (kins,  as  it  might  be  a 
Furrier's  (hop,  and  there  was  a  flue  Lady  fnoring  on  a 
bow  and  arrows. 

Patty.     What,  all  alone  I 

Trudge.  Eh  !— -No— no— no.  Hum— She  had  a 
young  lion  by  way  of  a  lap-dog. 

Patty.     Gemini !    what  did  you  do  ? 

Trudge.  Gave  her  a  jog,  and  fhe  open'd  her  eyes — 
fbc  ilruck  my  maf!:er  immediavely. 

Patty.     Mercy  on  us  !   with  what? 

Trudge.  With  her  beauty,  you  Ninny,  to  be  fure, 
aid  they  foon  brought  matters  to  bear.  1  he  wolves 
witnefs'd  the  contrail:.— I  gave  her  away— The  crows 
croak'd,  Arneii;  and  we  had  board  and  lodging  for 
nothing. 

Patty.     And  this  is  flic  he  has  brought  to  Barbadoes  ? 

Trudge.     The  fame. 

Patty.  Well ;  and  tell  mc,  Trudge  ; — fne's  pretty, 
ycu  fay — Is  fhe  fair  or  brown  ?  or 

Trudge,     Um  !     fhe's  of  a  good  comely  copper. 

Petty.     How  !    a  I'avvny  ? 

Trv.dc'e, 
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Trudge.  Yes  ;  quite  dark  ;  but  very  elegant  j  like  a 
»__Wedgewood  tea-pot. 

Patty.  Oh!  tiue  moniler  !  the  filthy  fellow  !  Live 
with  a  black-a-moor  \ 

Trudge.     Why,  there's  no  great  harm  in't,  I  hope. 

Patty.  Faugh  !  I  wou'dn't  let  him  kifs  me  for  the 
world  :    he'd  make  my  face  all  fmutty. 

Trudge.  Zounds  !  you  are  mighty  nice  all  of  a  fud- 
den ;  but  I'd  have  you  to  knov/,  Madam  Patty,  that 
Blackamore  Ladies,  as  you  call  'em,  are  feme  of  the 
very  few,  whofe  complexions  never  rubb  off!  S'bud,  if 
they  did,  Wows  and  I  fhou'd  have  chang'd  faces  by  this 
time — But  rnum  ; — not  a  v/ord  for  your  life. 

Patty.  Not  I  !  except  to  the  Governor  and  family. 
\_Ajtde.^  But  I  mufi:  run — and,  remember,  IVudge,  if 
your  mailer  has  made  a  miftake  here,  he  has  himfelf  to 
thank  for  his  pains. 

SONG. 

^*  Tho*  lover i^  like  markfmen^  all  aim  at  the  hearty 

''  Some  hit  wide  of  the7nark^  as  we  wenches  all  knotv  ; 

"  Butofall'thebadjhots^  he's  the  zvo'fi  in  the  art 

*'  JVho  [boots  at  a  pigeon  and  kills  a  crow O  ho  ! 

"  Tour  majler  has  kill'd  a  croiv. 

II. 

"  When  younkers  go  out^  the  fir JI  time  in  their  liveSj 
"  Jt  random  they  Jhoot^  and  let  fly  as  they  go ; 

"  So  your  mafler  unjkiir  d  how  to  level  at  wives, 
"  Has  foot  at  a  pigeon^  and  killed  a  crow. 
"  Ohol^c, 

III. 

"  Love  and  tnoney  thus  wafced^  in  terrible  trim  ! 

"  His  powder  is  fpe7it^  and  hisjhot  running  low: 
*'  Yet  the  pigeon  he  mifd^  I've  a  notion  zuith  him 
"  Jf'illnever^forfuch  a  mifiake^plucka  c7'ow. 

"  I~our  ?najler  may  keep  his  crow.''^ 

[Exit.  Pati^. 

Trudge, 
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Trudge.  Pfhaw  !  thefe  girls  are  fo  plaguy  proud  of 
their  white  and  red :  but  I  won't  be  foamed  out  of 
Wows,  that's  flat.  Mafter,  to  be  lure,  while  we  were 
in  the  foreft,  taught  Yaiico  to  read  v/ith  his  pencil  and 
pocket-book.  "VVhat  then?  Wows  comes  on  fine  and 
taft  in  her  lefTons.  A  little  awkward  at  firft,  to  be  fure. 
—Ha  !  ha  !—• ^She's  fo  us'd  to  feed  with  her  hands,  that 
I  can't  get  her  to  eat  her  vi61:uais  in  a  genteel  Chriftian 
way  for  the  foul  of  me  :  when  foe  has  ftuck  a  morfel  on 
her  fork,  foe  don't  know  how  to  guide  it,  but  pops  up 
her  knuckles  to  her  mouth,  and  then  the  meat  goes  up 
to  her  ear.  But,  no  matter — After  all  the  fine  flafoy 
London  girls,  Wowfkl's  the  wench  for  my  money, 

SONG. 

A  Clerk  I  vjas  zji  London  gay^ 

"Jenuny  linkum  feedle^ 
And  went  in  hoots  to  fee  the  play ^ 

Merry  fiddlem  tweedle, 
1  marclfd  the  lobby^  twirl' d  myjiick^ 

Diddle^  dadiile^  dcedk'^ 
.  The  girl's  all  cry'd^  "  He's  quite  the  kick  !'* 

Oh  ye?nmy  linktmifcedle. 


II. 


Hey  !  for  America  I  fail, 

Yankee  doodle  deedle ; 
The  failor  boys  cry\l^  ^'■jmoak  his  tail  /" 

fenuny  Unkum feedle. 
On  Engujh  belles  I  turn  d  my  back. 

Diddle^  daddlc^  dcedle  ; 
And  got  a  foreign  Fair^  quite  Black., 

Oh  twaddle.,  tivaddk  twcedlc ! 


III.  Tour 
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III. 

Tour  London  GirlSj  with  roguljh  trip, 

IVheedle^  wheedk^  wheedle^ 
Boaji  their  pouting  under-lip^ 

Fiddle^  faddle^  feedle. 
My  JVows  wou'd  heat  a  hundred  fuch^ 

Diddle^  daddle^  dee  die ^ 
Whofe  upper -lip  pouts  twice  as  much^ 
O  pretty  double  ivhesdle  I 

IV. 

Rings  Vllhuyto  deck  her  toes ^ 

yemmy  linkum  feedle  ; 
A  feather  fine  fiall  grace  her  nofe^ 

IVaving  fidle  Jeedle. 
With  jealoufy  1  ne'er  jhall  hurji^ 

Who' djleal  my  hone  of  bone-a? 
A  ivhile  Othello^  I  can  trujl 

A  dingy  Defdenima.  [Exit. 


S  C  E  N  E    II.     A  Room  in  the  Crown.   • 


Enter  Inkle. 

I  know  not  what  to  think ;  I  have  given  her  diftant 
hints  of  parting,  but  ftill  fo  ftrong  her  confidence  in  my 
afFe^lion,  flie  prattles  on  without  regarding  me.  Poor 
Yarico  !  I  muft  not — cannot  quit  her.  When  I  wou'd 
fpeak,  her  look,  her  mere  fimplicity  difarms  me  ;  I  dare 
not  wound  fuch  innocence.  Simplicity  is  like  a  fmiling 
babe,  which  to  the  rufHan  that  wou'd  murder  it,  ftretch-, 
jng  its  little  naked,  helplefs  arms,  pleads  fpeechlefs  its 
own  caufe.     And  yet— -Narcifla's  family— 

H  Enter 


S8      I  N  K  L  E    A  N  D    Y  A  R  I  C  O : 
Enter  Trudge/ 

7rudge,  There  he  is,  like  a  beau,  befpeaking  a  coatg 
doubting  v/hich  colour  to  chufe— -Sir— 

If^Me.     What  now  ? 

Trudge,  Nothing  unexpefled.  Sir-:— -i  hope  you 
won't  be  angry. 

Inkle.     Angry  ! ' 

Ti'udgeo  Fm  forry  for  it  j  but  I  am  come  to  give  you 
joy,  Sir  ! 

Inkle.     Joy  !        -of  what  ? 

Trudge.  ■  A  wife,  Sir ,  a  white  one. —I  knov,'  it  will 
vex  you,  but  Mift  NarcilTa  means  to  make  you  happy 
to-morrow  morning. 

Inkle,     To-morrow ! 

Trudge,  Yes,  Sir  5  and  as  I  have  been  out  of  em- 
ploy, in  both  my  capacities  lately ;  after  I  have  drefs'd 
your  hair,  I  may  draw  up  the  marriage  articles. 

Inkle,     Whence  comes  your  intelligence,  Sir.? 

Trudge,  Patty  told  me  all  that  has  pafs'd  in  the  Go- 
vernor's family,  on  the  quay,  Sir.  Women,  you  knowj 
can  never  keep  a  fecret.  You'll  be  introduc'J  in  formj 
with  the  whole  illand  to  witnefs  it, 

l72kle.     So  public  too  ! ---Unlucky  \ 

Trt'dgc.     There   v/ill  be  nothing   but  rejoicings  ia 
compliment  to  the  v/edding,  j[he~tells  me ;  all  noife  and 
uproar !     Married  people  like  it,  they  fay. 
'   Inkle,     Strange!   That  I  fhou'd  be  fo  blind  to  my 
intereiT:,  as  to  be  the  only  perfon  this  diftreiles  ! 

Trudge,  They  are  talking  of  nothing  ehe  but  the 
match,  it  feems. 

Inkle.     Confufion  !     Kow  can  I,  in  honor,  retra£l  ? 

Trudge,     And  the  bride's  merits. 

Inkle.  True  !— -A  fund  of  merits  I'—-!  wou'd  not--^ 
but  from  neceffity— a  cafe  fo  nice  as  this---! — Vi'ou'd 
not  wilh  to  retraft. 

Trv.dge,     Then  they  call  her  fo  handfome. 
Inkle.     Very  true  ,    fo  handfome  I   the  whole    vvorld 
wou'd  laugh  at  me  ;  they'd  call  ij;  folly  to  retract. 

Triid<ie. 
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Trudge o     And  then  they  fay  (o  much  of  her  fortune  „ 

Inkle,  O  death!  it  wou'd  hz  madnefs  to  retra^. 
Surely,  my  faculties  have  flept,  and  this  long  parting 
from  my  Narcifla,  has  blunted  my  fenfe  of  her  accom- 
piilhmentSo  'Tis  this  alone  makes  me  fo  weak  and 
wavering.     I'll  fee  her  immediately ,     [Going.^ 

Trudge,  Stay,  ftay.  Sir  j  I  am  defir'd  to  tell  you, 
the  Governor  won't  open  his  gates  to  us  till  to-mor- 
row morning,  and  is  novi''  making  prepayations  to  receive 
you  at  breakfafl,  with  all  the  honours  of  matrimony. 

Inkle.  Well,  be  it  fo ;  it  will  give  me  timej  -  at  all 
events,  to  put  my  affairs  in  train, 

Trudgs.  Yes  5  it's  a  fhort  refpite  before  execution  | 
andif  your  Honour  was  to  go  and  comfort  poor  Madam 
YaricG— — 

Inkle.  Damnation  !  Scoundrel,  how  care  you  offer 
your  advice? — I  dread  to  think  of  her. 

Trudge.  I've  done,  Sir,  I've  done. — But  i  knov/  I 
Ihould  blubber  over  Wov/s  all  night,  if  I  tliought  of 
parting  witii  her  in  the  morning, 

Inkie.     Infolence  !   begone,  Sir  ! 

Trudge.     Lord,  Sir,  I  only — 

-    J'r?kle.     Get  down  flairs,  Sir,  direcblj^ 

Trudge.  \Going  otit.^  K&\  you  may  well  put  your 
hand  to  your  head  ;  and  a  bad  head  it  muil-  be,  to  for- 
get that  Madam  Yarico  prevented  her  countrymen  from, 
peeling  off  the  upper  part  of  it,  [Exit, 

hkle.  '  S  death,  v»?hat  am  I  about?  How  have  I  flum- 
bered  "  Rouze,  rouze,  good  Thomas  Inkle  1''  Is  it  I— 
I— who  in  London  laugh'd.  at  the  ycunicers  of  the  town 
---and  when  I  fav/  their  chariots,  v/ith  fonie  fine  tempt- 
ing girl  pe'rk'd  in  the  corner,  come  fhoppirig  to  the  city, 
wou'd  cry- .--Ah  !— there  fits  ruin— there  flies  the  Green 
Horn's  moneys  then  wonder'd  with  rnyfelf  how  men  cou'd 
triHe  time  on  vv^omen  j  or,  indeed,  think  of  any  women 
v.'ithout  fortunes.  And  now,  forlboth,  it  reffs  with  me 
to  turn  romantic  puppy,  ai;d  give  up  All  for  Love.-— 
Give  up!— -Oh  monilrous foily— .-thirty  thoufand  pounds i' 

H  2  Trudge, 
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Trudge.      {Peeping  in  at  the  door.) 

May  I  come  in,  Sir  ? 

Inkle.     What  does  the  booby  want  ? 

Trudge.     Sir,  your  uncle  wants  to  fee  you. 

Inkle.     Mr.   Medium!    Shevy  him  up  dire£^ly. 

[Exit  Trudge. 
He  mufl:  not  know  of  this.  To  morrow— — -"  I  muft 
*'  be  blunt  with  Yarico."  I  wifh  this  marriage  were 
morediftant,  that  I  might  break  it  by  degrees:  She'd 
take  my  purpofe  better,  were  it  Jefs  fuddenly  deliver'd. 
5'  Womens  weak  minds  bear  grief  as  colts  do  burdens: 
"  Load  them  with  their  full  weight  at  once,  and  they 
*'  fmk  under  it,  but  every  day  add  little  imperceptibly 
**  to  little,  'tis  wonderful  how  much  they'll  carry." 


Enter  Medium. 

Afed.  Ah  '  here  he  is !  Give  me  your  hand,  Nephew  j 
welcome,  welcome  to  Barbadoes,  with  all  my  heart. 

Inkle.     I  am  glad  to  meet  you  here.  Uncle  ! 

Med.  7"hat  you  are,  that  you  are,  I'm  fure;  Lord  I 
Lord !  when  we  parted  lafl-,  how  I  wifh'd  we  were  in 
a  room  together,  if  it  was  but  the  black  hole!  *'  Since 
we  funder'd,"  I  have  not  been  able  to  fleep  o'nights  for 
thinking  of  you.  I've  laid  awake  and  fancied  I  law  you 
Jleeping  your  laft,  with  your  head  in  a  lion's  mouth  for 
^  nightcap;  and  I've  never  feen  a  bear  brought  o\er 
to  dance  about  thp  ftreet,  but  I  thought  you  might  be 
bobbing  up  and  down  in  its   belly. 

Inkle.     I  am  very  much  oblig'd  to  you. 

Med.  Ay,  ay,  I  am  happy  enough  to  find  you  fafe 
and  found,  I  promife  you.  •■'  Why,  I've  been  hunting 
*'  you  all  over  the  quay,  and  been  in  half  the  houfes  upon 
**  it,  before  I  cou'd  find  you  ;  I  fijculd  have  been  here  foor.- 
**  erelfe.      Whew!  —  I'm  fo  warm,  I've  run  as  fafl." — 

"  hikle.  As  you  did  in  the  fo!eft---Eh!  Mr.  Me- 
"  dium? 

*'  Med.  Well,  well  ;  thank  heaven  we  are  both 
*'  out  of  the  forcft  !   Hounfiow-heath  at  dufk  is  a  trifle 

"  to 
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><^  to  it,  I.fhall  never  fee  a  tree  without  fhaking;  and, 
*'  I  cou'd  not  walk  in  a  grove  again  with  comfort,  tha' 
f^  it  were  in  the  middle  of  Paradife."  But,  you  have 
a  fine  profpecl  before  you  now,  young  man;  I  am  come 
to  take  you  with  me  to  Sir  Chrifiopher,  who  is  impa- 
tient to  fee  you, 

Ifdie.     To-morrow  I  hear  he  expe£l:s  trie. 

Med.     To-morrow  !     diresSlIy — this    moment— in 
half  a   fecond-— I  left  him  ftanding    on  tip-toe,    as"^ 
calls  it,  to  embrace  you;  and  he's  {landing  on  tip-toe 
now  in  the  great  parlour,  and  there  he'll  fland  till   you 
come  to  him. 

Inkle.     Is  he  fo  hafty  ? 

Med.  Hady  !  he's  all  pepper,  and  wonders  you  are 
not  with  him,  before  it's  pofiible  to  get  at  him.  Hafty 
indeed  !  Why  he  vows  you  fliall  have  his  daughter  this 
very  night. 

Ifikle.     What  a  fituation  ! 

Aled.  Why,  it's  hardly  fair  juft  after  a  voyage. 
But  come,  buftle,  buflle,  he'll  think  you  negleiSl  him. 
He's  rare  and  touchy,  1  can  tell  youj  and  if  he  once 
takes  it  into  his  head  that  you  fhew  the  leaft  flight  to 
his  daughter,  it  wou'd  knock  up  all  your  fchemes  in  ^ 
•minute, 

JfiHe.  Confufion  !  If  he  fiaould  hear  of  Yarico  ! 

Med.  But  at  piefent  you  are  all  and  all  with  him  ;  he 
has  been  telling  me  his  intentions  thefe  fix  weeks  i  you'U 
be  a  fine  warm  hufband,   I  promife  you. 

Inkle.  This  curfed  conne6lion  ! 

Aded.  It  is  not  for  me  though  to  tell  you  how  to  play 
your  cards ;  you  are  a  prudent  young  man,  and  can 
make  calculations  in  a  wood.  "  I  need  not  tell  you 
"  that  the  leaft  (hadow  of  alfront  difobliges  a  tefty  old 
*'  fellow  :  but,  remember,  I  never  fpeak  ill  of  my  friends." 

Inkle.  Fool  !   fool  !   fool  ! 

Med.  Why,  what  the  devil  is  the  matter  with  you  ? 

Inkle.  It  muft  be  dosie  effectually,  or  all  is  lofl  ^  mere 
parting  wou'd  not  conceal  it. 

Aled.  Ah  !  now  he's  got  to  his  damn'd  Square  Root 

again,  I  fuppofe,  and  Old  Nick  would  not  move  him 

Why,  nephew ! 

Inkle. 
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Inkle.  The  planter  that  I  fpoke  v/ith  cannot  be  ar«. 
riv'd— but  ti.ue  is  precious — the  firft  I  meet— -com- 
mon prudence  now  demands  it.  I'm  fix'd  y  *'  I'll  k\\ 
her ;"  I'll  part  v;ith  her.  ^  [E-rit. 

Med.  Damn  me,  but  he's  mad  !  The  woods  have 
turn'd  the  po,">r  boy's  brains;  he's  fcalp'd,  and  gons 
crazy  I  Hole  !  inkle  \  l^Fephew  !  'Gad  I'll  ipoil  your 
arithmeticicj  I  warrant  me.  [^Exit, 


S  C  E  N  E;,     The  ^lay. 

Erder  Sir  Chrhlopher  Curry:. 

Sir  Chr.  Odds  my  life,  I  can  fcarce  contain  my  hap- 
pinefs  ;  I've  left  e'm  fafe  in  church  in  the  middle  of  the 
ceremony ;  I  ought  to  have ,  given  Narciffa  away,  they 
told  me;  but  I  caper'd  about  fo  much  for  joy,  that  Old 
Splntext  advifed  me  to  go  and  cool  my  heels  on  the  quay 
till  it  was  all  over.  Odd,  I'm  fo  happy  ;  and  they  Ihall 
fee  now  what  an  old  fello'A^  can  do  a!:  a  we'ddlngo 

Enter  Inkle. 

Inhls.  Now  for  difpatch.  Kark'ee,  old  gentleraanj 
(to  the  governor.) 

Sir  Chr.  Well,  young  gentleman  ? 

Inkle.  If  I  mjftake  not,  I  know  your  bullnefs  here. 

Sir  Chr.  '£gad,  I  believe  half  tne  iiland  knows  it  be- 
fore this  time. 

Inkle.  Then  to  the  point ;  i  have  a  female,  whom  I 
v/ifh  to  part  with. 

Sir  Chr.  Veiy  likely  ;  it's  a  common  cafe  nov/-a-- 
days  with  many  a  man. 

Inkle.  If  you  could  fatisfy  me,  you  wou'd  ufe  her 
mildly,  and  treat  her  with  more  kindnefs  than  is  ufual  ; 
for  i  can  tell  you,  ihe's  of  no  common  llamp — perhaps 
we  m.ight  agree.  '  ■  ' 

Sir  Chr.  Oho!  afiave!  Faith  now  I  think  on't,  my 
daughter  may  want  sn  attendant  or  two  extraordinary  •, 

and 
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and  as  you  fay  fhe's  a  delicate  gi'rl,  above  the  common 
run,  and  none  of  your  thick-lip'd,  fiat-nos'dj  fquabbyj^ 
dumpling  dowdies,  I  don't  much  care  if— - 
Inkle.  And  for  her  treatment — 

,£/r  Chr\  Look-ye,  young  man,  I  love  to  be  plain ;  I 
ihall  treat  her  a  good  deal  better  than  you  wou'd,  I  fancy  ; 
for  thouf^h  I  witnefs  this  cuftom  every  day,  1  can't  help 
thinkino-  the  only  excufe  for  buying^  our  fellovv  creatures, 
?,s  to  refcue  'em  from  the  hands  of  thofe  who  are  unfeel- 
ing- enough  to  bring  'em  to  market. 

Inkle.  "  Somewhat  too  blunt,'  Sir  ;  I  am  no  common 
trafiicker,  dependent  upon  proud  rich  planters."  Fair 
words,  old  gentleman  3  an  Englilhman  won't  put  up 
an  affront. 

Sir  Chr.  An  Englilhrnan !    More   fcame  'for  you  ; 
"  Let  Englifftmen  bluili  at  f^^ch  praftices."  Men  who  fo 
fally  feel  the  blelTings  of  liberty,   are  doubly  cruel  in  de- 
priving the  helplefs  of  thqir  freedomo 
**  Inkle.  Confuiion  1  / 

''  Sir  Chr,  'Tis  not  my  place  to  fay  fo  much';  but  I 
can't  help  fpeakin^  my  mind. 

Inkle.  "Imuft  be  cool"— Let  me  afiure  you.  Sir, 
"'tis  not  my  occupation,  but  for  a  private  reafon  j  an  in- 
B:ant  preiiing  neceility. 

Sir  Chr.  "Well,  well,  I  have  a  preiTing  neceffity  too  5 
I  can't  ftand  to  talk  now;   I   expeit  company  here  pre- 
i^ntly;  but  if  you'll  alk  for  rne  to-morrow  at  the  Caftle-- 
Inkle.  The  Caftle ! 

Sir  C^r.  Aye,  Sir,,  the  Gafile/che  Governor's  Caftle, 
know^n  all  over  Earbadoes. 

Inkle.  'Sdeathj,  this  man  muft  be  on  the  Governor's 
eftablirnment ;  '"  his  ftev/ard,  perhaps,  and  fent  after 
^■^  me  while  Sir  Chriftopher  is  impatiently  waiting  for 
.  "  me.  I've  gone  too  far  ;■  my  fecret  m.ay  be  known— ~ 
"As  'tis"  I'll  win  this  fellow  to  my  intereft;  (to  ki;n)  One 
word  more,  Sir  ;  my  bufinefs  muft  be  done  immediately  j- 
and  as  you  feem  acquainted  at  the  Caille,  if  you  (hould 
fee  me  there,  and  thi're  I  mean  to  Heep  to-ni^ht-- 
Sir  Chr,  llie  Devil  ycu  do  J" 
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Inkle.  Your  finger  on  your  lips ;  and  never  breath  a 
fyliable  of  this  tranfa£i"ion. 

Sir  Chr.  No !   Why  not  ? 

Inkle.  Becaufe,  for  reafons  which  perhaps  you'll  know 
to  morrow ;  1  might  be  injured  with  the  Governor,  whofe 
moil  particular  friend  I  am. 

Sir  Cbr.  So,  here's  a  particular  friend  of  mine  coni- 
ino-  to  fleep  at  my  houfe,  that  I  never  faw  in  my  hfe.  I'll 
found  this  fellow.  I  fancy,  young  gentleman,  as  you  are 
fuch  a  bofom  friend  of  the  governor's,  you  can  hardly  do 
any  thing  to  alter  your  fituation  with  him  ?  "  I  fhou'dn't 
*'  imagine  any  thing  cou'd  bring  him  to  think  a  bit 
"  worfe  of  you  than  he  does  at  prefent." 

Inkle.  Oh!  pardon  me  ;  but  you'll  find  that  here- 
after  befides  you,  doubtlcfs,  know  his  character  ? 

Sir  Chr.  Oh,  as  well  as  I  do  my  own.  But,  let's 
underftand  one  another.  You  may  truft  me,  now  you've 
gone  fo.far.  You  are  acquainted  with  his  character,  no 
doubt,  to  a  hair  ? 

Inkle.  I  am.— I  fee  we  fliall  underftand  each  other. 
You  know  him  too,  I  fee,  as  well  as  I — A  very  touchy, 
telly,  hot  old  fellow. 

Sir  Chr.  Here's  a  fcoundrel !  I  hot  and  touchy  ! 
Zounds  !  I  can  hardly  contain  my  pailion  .'---But  I 
won't  difcover  myfelf.  Fil  fee  the  bottom  of  this — 
(to  him)  Well  now,  as  we  feem  to  have  come  to  a  to- 
lerable explanation-—"  And,  as  you  may  be  alFur'd,  I'm 
"  incapable  of  whilpering  all  this  in  the  Governor's  ear," 
let's  proceed  to  burmefs---Bring  me  the  woman. 

Inkle.  No ;  there  you  mult  excufe  me.  I  rather 
wou'd  avoid  feeing  her  more  ;  and  wifli  it  to  be  fettled 
withoi^it  my  feeming  interference.  "  The  poor  thing's 
fond  bir."  A'ly  prefence  might  diftrefs  her.— You 
conceive  me  ? 

Sir  Chr.  Zounds!  what  an  unfeeling  rafcal!-— The 
poor  ^iri's  in  love  with  him,  I  fuppofe.  No,  no,  fair  and 
open.  My  dealing's  with  you,  and  you  only  ;  1  fee  htr 
now,  or  I  decl.in:   o*!". 

I/:kh\  Well  then,  y.-su  muft  be  fatished  ;  yonder's  my 
ffrvAjit— -ha---a  thju_^ht  has  llruck  me. ---Come  here, 

Sir. 

i.  Enter 
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Enter  Trudg-e. 

I'll  write  my  purpofe,  and  fend  It  her  by  him. — It's 
lucky  that  I  taught  her  to  decypher  characters  ;  my  la- 
bour now  is  paid.-— This  is  fomewhat  lefs  abrupt; 
'twill  Ibften  matters  [to  himjelf)  {takes  out  Bis  pocket^ 
hook  and  writes.)  Give  this  to  Yarico  ;  then  bring  her 
hither  with  you. 

Trudge.     1  lliall,  Sir.     [G^mo-,] 

Inkle.  Stay ;  come  back.  This  foft  fool,  if  unin- 
firu^led,  may  add  to  her  diftrefs  ;  his  driveling  fympa-^ 
thy  may  feed  her  grief  inftead  of  foothing  it. — When 
fhe  has  read  this  paper,  feem  to  make  light  of  itj  tell 
her  it  is  a  thing  of  courfe,  done  purely  for  her  good.  I 
here  inform  her  that  1  mull  part  with  her.  D'ye  un- 
derftand  your  leffon  ? 

Trudge.     Pa — part  with  Ma — madam  Yar-i-co  I 

Inkle.  Why  does  the  blockhead  ftammer  ! — I  have 
my  reafons.  No  muttering — And  let  me  tell  you,  Sir, 
if  your  rare  bargain  were  gone  too,  tv/cu'd  be  the  bet- 
ter ;  {lie  may  babble  ourftory  of  the  foreft,  and  fpoil 
my  fortune. 

Trudge.  Vm  forry  for  it,  Sir  ;  I've  lived  with  you  a 
long  while  ;  I've  half  a  year's  wages  too  due  the  25th  ulto. 
due  for  fcribbling  your  parchment?,  and  dreffing  your 
hair  j  but  take  my  fcribbling ;  take  my  frizzing ; 
take  my  wages ;  and  I  and  Wows  will  take  ourfelves 
ofF  together— file  fav'd  my  life,  and  rot  me,  Sir,  If  any 
thing  but  death  {hall  part  us. 

Inkle.     Impertinent !   Go,  and  deliver  your  meflage. 

Trudge.  I'm  gone.  Sir.  Lord,  Lord  !  i  never  car- 
ried a  letter  with  fuch  ill  will  in  all  my  born  days.    [Exit. 

Sir.   Chr.     Well— fiiall  I   fee  the  girl  ? 

Inkle.  She'll  be  here  prefently.  One  thing  I  had 
forgot-  when  fhe  is  your's,  I  need  not  caution  you, 
after  the  hints  I've  given,  to  keep  her  from  the  caftle. 
If  Sir  Chnftopher  fhould  fee  her,  'twoa'd  lead,  you 
know,  to  a  difcovery  of  what  I  wilh  conceal'd. 

Sir  Chr.     Depend    upon  me.    Sir   Chrillopher   wiii 
'  I  know 
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know  no  more  of  our  meeting,  than  he  does  at  this 
moment. 

Inkle.  Your  fecrecy  fliall  not  be  unrewarded;  I'll 
tecomrnend  you  particularly  to  his  good  graces. 

Sir  Chr.  Thank  ye,  thank  ye,  but  I'm  pretty  much 
in  his  good  graces  as  it  is ;  I  don't  know  any  body  hs 
has  a  greater  refpedl  for. 

B^e- enter  Trudge. 

Now,  Sir,  have  you  perform'd  your  melTage  ? 

Trudge.     Yes,  I   gave  her  the  letter. 

Inkle.  And  v^'here  is  Yarico  ?  did  fhe  fay  fhe'd  come'? 
didn't  you  do  as  you  were  order'd  ?  didn't  you  fpeak 
to  her  ? 

Trudge.  I  cou'dn't,  Sir,  I  cou'dn't — I  intended 
to  fay  what  you  bid  me — but,  I  felt  fuch  a  pain  in  my 
throat,  I  cou'dn't  fpeak  a  word,  for  the  foul  of  me, 
and  fo,    Sir,  I  fell  a  crying. 

Likle.     Blockhead ! 

Sir  Chr.  'Sblood,  but  he*s  a  very  honeft  blockhead. 
Tell  me,  my  good  fellow — what  faid  the  wench  ? 

Trudge.  Nothing  at  all,  Sir.  She  fat  down,  with 
her  two  hands  clafp'd  on  her  knees,  and  look'd  \'o  piti- 
fully in  my  face,  I  cou'd  not  ftand  it.  Oh  here  fhe 
comes.  I'll  go  and  find  Wows.  If  I  muft  be  melan- 
choly, fhe  fhall  keep  me  company,  \^Exit. 

Sir  Chr.  O  here  (he  comes,  Odsmylife,  as  come- 
ly a  wench,  as  ever  I  faw  ! 

£■« to-  Yarico,  who  looks  fome  time  in  Inkle's  face^  huvjii 
into  tears,  and  falls  o?i  his  neck. 

Inkle.     In  tears,  my  Yarico!     why  this? 

Tar.     Oh  do  not — do  not  leave  me' 

Inkle^  Why,  fimple  girl!  I'm  labouring  for  your  good. 
My  intereft  here  is  nothing;  I  can  do  nothing  from 
myfelf ;  you  are  ignorant  of  our  country's  cuftoms.     I 

muft 
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mufl:  give  way  to  men  more  powerful,  who  will  not 
have  me  with  you.  But  (ee,  my  Yarico,  ever  anxious 
for  your  weifare,  I've  found  a  kind,  good  perfon,  who 
will  proteiSt  you. 

Tarico.     Ah  !  why  not  you  proteil  me  ? 

Inkle.     I  have  no  means— -how  can  I? 

Tarico.  Juft  as  I  Iheker'd  you,  I  uke  me  to  yon- 
der mountain,  where  I  fee  no  fmoke  from  tall  high 
houfes,  fill'd  with  your  cruel  countrymen.  None  of 
your  princes  there  will  come  to  take  me  from  you. 
And  fhou'd  they  flray  that  way,  we'll  find  a  lurking 
place,  jufl  like  my  own  poor  cave,  where  many  a  day 
I  fat  befide  you,  and  blefs'cl  the  chance  that  brought 
you  to  it — that  I  might  fave  your  life. 

Sir  Chr.  His  life !  Zounds  !  my  blood  boils  at  the 
fcoundrel's  ingratitude! 

Yar.  Come,  come,  let's  go.  I  alv/ays  fear'd  thefe 
cities.  Let's  fly,  and  feek  the  woods ;  and  there  we'Jl 
wander  hand  in  hand  together.  No  cares  will  vex  us 
then — We'll  let  the  day  glide  by  in  idlenefs,  and  you 
ihall  fit  in  the  fhade,  and  watch  the  fun-beam  playing 
on  the  brook,  while  I  will  fmg  the  fong  that  pieafes  you. 
No  cares,  love,  but  for  food — and  we'll  live  cheerily  I 
warrant — In  the  frefli  early  morning  you  Ihall  bunt 
down  our  game,  and  I  will  pick  you  berries — and  thepj 
at  night,  I'll  trim  our  bed  of  leaves,  and  lie 'me  down 
in  peace — Oh  !  we  fliall  be  fo  happy  1  — 

Iiikle.  **  This  is  mere  trifling,  the  trifle  of  an  unen- 
*'  lighten'd  Indian."  Hear  me,  Yarico.  My  coun- 
trymen and  your's  differ  as  much  in  minds  as  in  com- 
plexions. We  were  not  born  to  live  in  woods  and  caves ; 
"  'tis  mifery  to  us  to  be  reduc'd"  to  feek  fubfifttnce  bjT 
purfuing  bealb.  We  chriftians,  girl,  hunt  money,  a 
thing  unknown  to  you.  But  here,  'tis  money  v/hich 
brings  us  eafe,  plenty,  command,  power,  every  thing, 
and  of  courfe  happinefs.  You  are  the  bar  to  ray  attain- 
ing this  J  therefore  'tis  neceflary  for  my  good-- -and 
which  I  think  you  value, ■■'-— 

Tarico.  You  know  I  do;  fo  much,  that  it  wou'd 
break  my  heart  to  leave  you. 

Jnkls.. 
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Inkle.  But  we  mufi:  part.  If  you  are  feen  v/ith  mr, 
I  (hall  jofe  all. 

J'^r,  I  gave  up  all  for  you — my  friends  :  my  coun- 
try: all  that  was  dear  to  me:  and  ftill  grown  dearer 
fince  youfhelter'd  there — All,  al!  v/as  left  for  you,  and 
were  it  now  to  do  again--  again  I'd  crofs  the  feas,  and 
follow  vou  all  the  v/orld  over. 

hihle.  We  idle  time.  Sir  ;  fhe  is  your's.  "  The 
*'  ftated  price  for  women  in  Barbadoes,  I  ftiall  expsil 
*'  to-morrow."  See  you  obey  this  gentleman;  "  per- 
*'  form  all  duties  too  about  his  houfe,  which  he  com- 
*'  mands  you,"  'twill  be  the  better  for  you.  {goif^g.) 
Tar.  O  barbarous !  (holding  him)  Do  not,  do  not 
abandon  me ! 

Inkle.  No  more.  "  I'm  fix'd." 
Tar.  Stay  but  a  little.  "  I  fhan't  live  long  to  be  a 
*'  burden  to  you.  Your  cruelty  has  cut  me  to  the 
<'  heart."  Protect  me  but  a  little,  and  I'll  obey  this 
man,  and  undergo  all  hardfhips  for*your  good;  ftay,  but 
to  witnefs  'em.  1  foon  fhall  fink  with  grief;  tarry  till 
then,  and  hear  me  blefs  your  name  when  I  am  dying; 
and  beg  you  now  and  then,  when  I'm  gone,  to  heave  a 
figh  for  your  poor  Yarico. 

hik.  I  dare  not  liften.  You,  Sir,  I  hope,  v>-ill  taks 
good  care  of  her.      (going) 

SirChr.  Care  ot  her!— that  I  will— I'll  cherifh 
her  like  my  own  daughter,  and  pour  balm  into  the  heart 
cf  a  poor  innocent  girl,  that  has  been  wounded  by  the 
artifices  of  a  fcoundrel. 

Inkle.     Ha!    'Sdeath,   Sir,  how  dare  you! — 
Sir  Chr.     'SJeath  Sir,  how  dare  you  look  an  honeft 
Hian  in  the  face? 

Inkle.      Sir,   you  fhall  feel-  — 

Sir  Chr.  Feel !- — It's  more  than  ever  you  did,  I  be- 
lieve; tjiean,  fordid,  wretch  !  deud  to  all  fenfe  of  honor, 
gratitude,  or  humanity — I  never  heard  of  fuch  barbarity. 
I  have  a  fon-in  law,  who  has  been  left  in  the  fame  fitu- 
ation,  but,  if  I  thought  him  capiible  of  fuch  cruelty, 
dam'ine  if  1  wou'd  not  turn  him  to  feci  with  a  peck  loaf 
in  a  cockle  {hi.il---Conie,    come,  cheer  up,  my    gii'l. 

You 
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You   fhan't  want  a  friend  to  prote6t  you,   I  warrant 
you. — (taking  Yarico  by  the  hand.) 

Inkle.     Infolence  !     The  Governor  fliall  hear  of  this 
infult. 

Sir  Chr.     The   Governor  !    Ij'ar  !    cheat  !    rogue  ! 
impoftor  !  breaking  all  ties  you  oisght  to  keep,  and  pre- 
teriding  to  thofe  you  have  no  right  to.     The  Governor 
had  never  fuch  a  fellow  in  the  whole  catalogue  of  his 
acquaintance — the  Governor  difowns  you — the  Go- 
vernor difclaims  you — the  Governor  abhors  you  ;   and 
to  your  utter  confufion,  here  ftands   the   Governor  to 
tell   you  fo.      Here  Hands  old  Curry,  who  never  talk'd 
to  a  rogue  without  telling  him  what  he  thought  of  him. 
Inkie.     Sir  Chriftopher  !  —  Loft  and  undone  ! 
Med.     (PVithout.)     Holo !     Young    Multiplication! 
Zounds !     I've  been  peeping  in  every  cranny   of  the 
houfe.  Why,  young  Rule  of  Three,     (Enters  from  the 
Inn)     Oh,  here  vou  are  atlsft.— x^h.  Sir  Chriftopher  ! 
What  are  you  there  !  too  impatieni;  1  fee  to  wait  at  home. 
But  here's  one  that  wil]  make  you  cafy,  I  fancy.   (Clap- 
ting  Inkle  on  the  fioulder.) 

Sir  Chr.      How  came  you  to  know  him  ? 
Jkled.-     Ha !   ha  !     Well  that's  curious  enough  too. 
So  you  have  been  talking  here  without  finding  out  each 
other  ?  , 

Sir  Chr.  No,  no  j  |  have  found  him  out,  with  3 
vengeance. 

Aled.  Not  you.  Why,  this  is  the  dear  boy.  It's 
niy  nephew,  that  is  j  your  fon-in-law,  that  is  to  be. 
It's  Inkle! 

Sir  Chr.     It's  a  lie  ;  and  you're  a  purblind  old  boob)'', 
and  this  dear  boy  is  a  damn'd  fcoundrel.   {^Inkle  retires.) 
Med.      Hey-dey,  what's  the  meaning  of  this  ?      One 
was  mad  before,  and  he  has  bit  the  other,  I  fuppofe. 

Sir  Chr.  But  here  comes  the  dear  boy — the  true 
boy— the  jolly  boy,  piping  hot  from  church,  vvith  my 
daughter. 


Enter 
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Enter  Camoley,  NarcifTa,  and  Patty. 

Med.     Campley ! 

Sir  Chr.     Who  ?     Campley  ? — It's  no  fuch  thing. 

Camp.     That's  my  name,   indeed,  Sir  Chriftopher. 

Sir  Chr.  The  Devil  it  is!  And  how  came  you.  Sir, 
toimpofeupon  me,  and  afTume  the  name  of  Ir;kle  ?  A 
name  which  every  man  of  honefty  ought  to  be  afhamed 
of. 

Camp.  I  never  did,  Sir. — Since  I  failed  from  England 
with  your  daughter,  my  affedljon  has  daily  encreafed, 
and  when  I  came  to  explain  myfelf  to  you,  by  a  number 
of  concurring  circumftances,  which  I  am  now  partly 
acquainted  with,  you  miftoolc  m^  for  that  gentleman. 
Yet  had  I  even  then  been  aware  of  yoilr  miftake,  I  muft 
confefs  the  regard  for  my  own  happinefs  would  have 
tempted  me  to  let  you  remain  undeceiv'd. 

Sir  Chr.     And  did  you,  Narcifla,  join  in — 

Nar.     How  could  I,  my  dear  Sir,  difobey  you  ? 

Patty.  Lord,  your  honour,  what  young  lady  could 
refufe  a  Captain  I 

Camp.  I  am  a  Soldier,  Sir  Chriftopher;  Love  and 
War,  is  the  foldier's  motto  ;  and  tho'  my  income  is  tri- 
fling to  your  intended  lon-in-law's,  ftill  the  chance  of 
war  has  enabled  me  to  fupport  the  obiecl  of  my  love  above 
indigence.  Her  fortune,  Sir  Chriftopher,  I  do  not  con- 
fider  myfelf  by  any  means  entitled  to. 

Sir  Chr.  'Sblood  !  but  you  muft  tho'.  Give  me  your 
hand,  my  young  Mars,  and  blefs  you  both  together  I 
■ — Thank  you,  thank  you  for  cheating  an  old  foci  into 
giving  his  daughter  to  a  lad  of  fpirit,  when  he  was  going 
to  throw  her  away  upon  one  in  whofe  breaft  the  mean 
pafEon  of  avarice  fmothers  the  fmalleft  fpark  of  affciftion 
or  humanity. 

Inkie.     Confufion  ! 

Nar.  I  have  this  moment  heard  a  ftory  of  a  tranfac- 
tion  in  the  foreft,  which,  I  own,  would  have  rendered  a 
compliance  with  your  former  commands  very  difagree- 
^ble. 

Patty, 


A    N       O    P    E    R    A.  71 

Patty.  Yes,  Sir,  I  told  my  miftrefs  he  had  brought 
ever  a  Hutty-pot  gentlewoman. 

SirChr.  Yes,  but  he  would  have  left  her  for  you, 
(To  Narcijfa)  and  you  for  his  intereft,  and  fold  you, 
perhaps,  as  he  has  this  poor  girl  to  me,  as  a  requital  for 
preferving  his  life. 

Nar.     How ! 


Enter  Trudge  and  Wowfki. 

Trudge.  Come  along.  Wows  !  take  a  long,  lafl  leave 
of  your  poor  Miftrefs  :  throw  your  pretty  ebony  arms 
about  her  neck. 

Wovjs.  No,  no  ; — fhe  not  go  ;  you  not  leave  poor 
Wowfki.     [1  brewing  her  ar?ns  about  Yarico.) 

Sir  Chr.     Poor  girl !      A  companion,  I  take  it. 

Trudge.  A  thing  of  my  own,  Sir  ;  I  cou'dn't  help 
following  my  matter's  example,  in  the  woods — Like 
Majier,  like  Alan. 

Sir  Chr.  But  you  wou'd  not  fell  her,  and  be  hang'd 
to  you,  you  dog,  wou'd  you  ? 

Trudge.     Hang  me  like  a  dog  if  I  wou'd.  Sir. 

Sir  Chr.  bo  fay  I  to  every  fellow  that  breaks  an  ob- 
ligation due  to  the  feelings  of  a  man.  But,  old  Medium, 
what  have  you  to  fay  for  your  hopeful  nephew  ? 

Med.  I  never  fpeak  ill  of  my  friends,  Sir  Chriflo- 
pher. 

SirChr.     Pfhaw ! 
.   Inkle.     Then  let  me  fpeak  :    hear  me  defend  a  con- 
duct  

Sir  Chr.  Defend  I  Zounds  I  plead  guilty  at  once, 
it's  the  only  hope  left  of  obtaining  mercy. 

Inkle.     Suppofe,  old  Gentleman,  you  had  a  fon  ? 

Sir  Chr.  S'blood  !  then  I'd  make  him  an  honeft  fel- 
low, and  teach  him  that  the  feeling  heart  never  knows 
greater  pride  than  when  it's  employ'd  in  giving  fuccour 
to  the  unfortunate :  I'd  teach  him  to  be  his  father's  own 
Ion  to  a  hair. 

Inkle.  Even  fo  m.y  father  tutor'd  me  ;  from  infancy 
bending  my  tender  mind,  like  a  young  fapling,  to  bis 

wilJ^ 
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will,  intereft  was  the  grand  prop  ro^nd  which  he  twJn'd 
my  pliant,  green  affections;  taught  me  in  childhood  to 
repeat  old  laws — all  tending  to  his  own  fix'd  principles, 
and  the  firft  fentence  that  I  ever  lilp'd,  was  Charity  be- 
gins at  Home. 

Sir  Chr.  I  fhall  never  like  a  proverb  again  as  long 
as  I  live. 

Inkle.  As  I  grew  up,  he'd  prove — and  by  example 
— were  I  in  want,  I  might  e'en  fcarve,  for  what  the 
world  cared  for  their  neighbours;  why  then  fhou'd  I  care 
for  the  world  ?  Men  now  liv'd  for  themfelves.  Thefe 
were  his  do61:rines  :  then.  Sir,  .what  wou'd  you  fay, 
ihould  I,  in  fpite  of  habit,  precept,  education,  fly  in  my 
father's  face,  and  fpurn  his  councils  ? 

Sir-Chr.  Say!  why  that  you  were  a  damn'd  honefir 
undutiful  fellow.  O  curfe  fuch  principles  !  Principles 
which  deftroy  all  confidence  between  man  and  man — 
Principles  which  none  but  a  rogue  cou'd  inflil,  and 
none  but  a  rogue  cou'd  imbibe. — Principles ■ 

Inkle.     Which  I  renounce. 

Sir  Chr.     Eh  ! 

Likle.  Renounce  intirely.  Ill-founded  precept  too 
long  has  fteel'd  my  breaft — but  ftill  'tis  vulnerable — 
this  trial  wa^s  too  much  ;  nature  'gainil  habit  combating 
within  me,  has  penetrated  to  my  heart ;  a  heart,  I  own, 
long  callous  to  the  feelings  o\  fenfibillty;  but  now  it 
bleeds,  and  bleeds  for  my  poor  Yarico.  Oh,  let  me 
clafp  her  to  it  while  'tis  glowing,  and  mingle  tears  of 
love  and  penitence.      [_E?nbra:ing  her.^ 

'Trudge.     [^Capering  about.]     Wows,  give  me  a  klfs. 

[Wows  goes  to  Trudge, 

Tar.     And  fliall  we-— fliall  we  be  happy  ?  ■ 

Inkle.      Aye;  ever,  ever,  Yarico. 

y'arico.  1  knew  we  fhou'd — and  yet  I  fear'd ;  but 
{hall  I  fiill  watch  over  you  ?  Oh  Love,  you,  furely, 
gave  your  Yarico  fuch  pain,  only  to  make  her  i^sl 
this   happinefs  the  greater. 

TVotvs.  (Going  to  Tarico)  Oh  Wow  Ik  i  fo  h:ippy  ! 
2nd  yet  I  think  I  not  glad  neither. 

Trudge.     Eh,  Wows  !     How  !— why  not  r 
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tVoius.     'Caufe  I  can't  help  cry. — 

Sir  Chr.  Then,  if  that's  the  cafe-— Curfe  me,  If  I 
think  I'm  very  ghd  either.  What  the  plague's  the 
matter  with  my  eyes  ? — Young  man,  your  hand — I 
am  now  proud  and  happy  to  fhake  it. 

Med.  Well,  Sir  Chriflopher,  what  do  you  fay  to 
my  hopeful  nephew  now  i 

Sir  Chr.  Say  !  Why,  confound  the  fellow,  I  fay, 
that  is  ungenerous  enough  to  remember  the  bad  ac- 
tion of  a  man  who  has  virtue  left  in  him  to  repent 
it. — As  for  you,  my  good  fellow,  [to  Trudge)  I  mufl, 
with  your  mafter's  permiflion,  employ  you  myfelf. 

Trudge,  O  rare! — Blefs  your  honour — Wows, 
you'll  be  Lady,  you  jade,  to  a  Governor's  Fadotuni. 

JVows.     Yes.— -I  Lady  Jacktotum. 

Sir  Chr.  But  now,  my  young  folks,  we'll  drive 
home,  and  celebrate  the  wedding  !  Odds  my  life !  i 
long  to  be  fhaking  a  foot  at  the  fiddles,  and  I  fiiall 
dance  ten  times  the  lighter,  for  reforming  an  Likle, 
while  I  have  it  in  my  power  to  reward  the  innocence 
of  a  Yarico. 


FINALE. 


.     Sir   ChsistopheRo 

**  Hey  for  bells  and  cannonadoeSy 
vt  'J'^i^le  hobs  thro*  all  Barbadoes,** 

Camp. 

Come  let  us  dance  and  fing^ 

While  all  Barhadocs  bells'  fljaJl  ring: 

Love  fcrdpes  the  fidle-Jiring^ 

And  Venus  plays  the  lute\ 
}Jy?nen  gay,  foofs  atvay^ ' 
Happy  at  our  wedding  day. 
Cocks  his  chin,  and  figures  in^ 

To  tabor,  fife,  and  fiute. 

K.  Chorus, 
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Chorus. 

Come  then  dayice  and  Jlng, 

While  all  Barbadoes  bells  Jhall  ringy  iffco 

Narcissa.  ■ 

Since  thus  each  anxious  care 
Is  vanijb'd  into  empty  aJr, 
Ah !  how  can  I  forbear 

To  join  the  jocund  dance  ? 
To  andfrOf  couples  go. 
On  the  light  fantaftic  toe, 
TVhile  with  glee,   7nerrily^ 

The  rofy  hours  advance.  Chorus* 

Trudge. 

'Sbob's  noiv  Pmfix'dfor  life, 

A4y  fortune's  fair,  tho'  black^s  my  wife^ 

Who  fears  domejlic  firife — 

Who  cares  now  a  foufe  ! 
Merry  cheer  my  dingy  dear 
Shall  find  with  her  FaEibtum  here ; 
Night  and  day,  Vll  frifk  and  play 

About  the  houfe,  with  Wows.         Chorus, 

Patty. 

Let  Patty  but  fay  a  word, 

A  chambermaid  may  fure  be  heard. 

Sure  men  are  grown  abfurd. 

Thus  taking  black  for  white! 
To  hug  and  riJs  a  drngy  mifs. 

Will  hardly  J  uit  an  age  like  this 

Unlefs  here,  fame  friends  appear. 

Who  like  this  wedding  night.  Chorus. 
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When  firji  the  fwelVing  fea 
Hither  brought  7ny  love  and  7/Zif, 
What  then  my  fate  vjou^d  be. 

Little  did  I  think — 
Doomed  to  knozv  care  and  woe, 
Happy  Ji ill  is  Tarico : 
Since  her  love  will  conflant  prove^ 

And  nobly  Jcorm  to  Jhrink. 


THE     END, 
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